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PREFACE. 



I must plead guilty to having slightly infringed historical 
accuracy in making my hero serve his apprenticeship under 
Admiral Blake instead of Sir Christopher Mings, and also in 
altering the date of Milton's blindness ; but no English reader 
wiU be likely to quarrel with a change which brings on the 
stage two of the greatest men that England has ever prodaced. 
Many of the adventures of the Ldon and her crew are 
authentic, and all that I have said of Tunis and Morocco 
is taken from my own personal observation. 

DAVID KER. 
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PRISONER AMONG PIRATES. 



CHAPTER I. 

DOOMED TO DIE. 



' G hither quickly yonder English dog with 

scar on his forehead; he shall pilot us 
) the harbour, for I have heard his cora- 
ls say there is no port in these seas into 
. _xh he could not find his way blindfold.' 

* And how if he refuse ? These English are all stubborn 
rogues,' said another voice, equally hoarse and savage. 

'Then,' answered the first voice, deepening suddenly into 
the growl of a hungry tiger, *the unbelieving dog shall die !' 

The speakers were the nalchodah (captain) and first mate 
of a Tunis corsair, crowded from stem to stern with Moorish 
pirates and Christian slaves. The place was a smooth, bright 
sea off the coast of Sicily, within a few miles of a port which 
the pirates were about to attack and plunder. The time 
was a fine evening in the early summer of the year 1654. 

The Moorish captain's savage words were followed by an 
ominous silence, as all the wild figures around him — ^pirates 
and slaves alike — looked expectantly toward the man whom 
the gesture of the corsair's gaunt brown hand had singled 
out from his fellow-captives. And well they might; for 
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10 DOOMBD TO DIE. 

the choice which was about to be offered him, and the answer 
which he might make, were important not only to himself, 
but to every soul on board. 

In those days a cruise up the Mediterranean was a very 
different matter from what it is now. There were no 
'holiday tours* tlien — no excursion tickets from London up 
the Nile to the Second Cataract; no luxurious steamers to 
run out to Brindisi in six days, and to Alexandria in two 
more. The Suez Canal was unthought of, and steamers 
existed only in the visionary schemes of one or two daring 
men of science, whom every one else thought stark mad. 
Voyages now done easily in a week, then took two months 
at least, and often much more. In that age a ship of one 
thousand tons was considered quite a large vessel, while many 
of the ordinary Mediterranean traders might have hung as 
quarter-boats at the davits of the monster steamers of our 
day ; and any man who had been out to Smyrna and back 
without having been robbed, imprisoned, shipwrecked, 
drowned, murdered by pirates, sold as a slave, or washed 
ashore on a desert island, held his head higher ever after 
on the strength of it, and w£is considered quite a hero. 

Nor was this surprising. In addition to their imperfect 
navigation, the clumsy build of their vessels, and the utter 
want of any reliable chart of the dangerous North African 
coast, the Mediterranean voyagers of that age had to face 
countless perils which we know only from history, and which 
read like a parody of The House that Jack Built, The 
Genoese were quarrelling with the Venetians and the Vene- 
tians with the Genoese ; the Turks were fighting both ; the 
Knights of Malta were making war upon the Turks; and 
the corsairs of Algiers, Tunis, and Tripoli were plundering 
the Knights of Malta, the Venetians, the Genoese, and every 
one else who came in their way. 

One of these corsairs was now hovering on the Sicilian 
coast in search of prey; and among the haggard, starving, 
filthy wretches that were chained along her deck, there was 
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more than one who had awoke at sunrise as a successful 
merchant-captain or a wealthy trader, to find himself ere 
nightfall a beggar and a slave, doomed to a life-long captivity 
ten thousand times worse than death. In fact, one had 
only to look at these miserable wrecks of humanity — whose 
wasted, half-stripped bodies were blistered by the merciless 
sun, and hideously scarred by the lash of the Moorish boat- 
swain — to be convinced that any man who fell into the hands 
of Barbary pirates was fortunate if his sufferings killed him 
at once. How it fared with those unhappy enough to survive, 
may be learned from Defoe's memoirs of Mr Robinson Crusoe, 
Mariner, and from a greater than even he — ^namely, Sefior 
Don Miguel de Cervantes-Saavedra, whose description of the 
African captivity of a Spanish slave in Don Quixote was 
drawn from his own bitter experience, 

* Chahookjee /' (whip-bearer) shouted the mate to the boat- 
swain, 'unchain and bring hither that English rascal, Ja 
Narbookh !' 

(This was the nearest approach that the Moor's tongue 
could make to the captive's name, John Narborough.) 

An answering shout came rolling up from the * waist^' and 
a few moments later the boatswain appeared on the poop, 
with a tall, gaunt, wild-looking figure by his side, upon whom 
scores of watchful eyes, alike of friend and foe, were bent 
eagerly to see how he would bear the awful trial before him. 
But among those many faces his was the calmest of all, 
though he well knew that he w£is standing upon the very 
brink of a violent and horrible death. 

He was still comparatively young in years, but already 
old in suffering ; for even a few months in the earthly hell 
of Moorish bondage were more than enough to break up 
any ordinary man, body and souL His hair was almost 
white, his strong frame was bowed like a decrepit old man, 
and his massive features wore the blank heaviness of one 
for whom — in this world at least — hope had long ceased 
to exist 
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Meanwhile tlie Moors — who had taken care to replace 
their dreaded flag by a Spanish ensign long before they came 
in sight of the port which they meant to attack — ^had been 
doing their best to disguise by various devices the piratical 
aspect of their vessel, and to give her the outward appearance 
of a peaceful trader. They made no effort, however, to 
conceal the guns that she carried ; for in those lawless days 
every ship that sailed the sea, down even to the quiet Bristol 
traders of England, carried guns and small-arms as a matter 
of course, and was always ready to defend herself to the 
last. 

As the English prisoner followed his conductor on to the 
poop, he glanced sharply round, and then made one step 
toward the ship's side, as if intending, now that he found 
himself unfettered, to plunge into the sea, and escape by 
swimming to the distant shore, or meet a death preferable 
a thousandfold to the grinding misery of his present lot. 
But the armed pirates who hemmed him in made the daring 
project hopeless, and it was abandoned as soon as formed. 

However, the movement had been seen and understood by 
the boatswain, a grim-looking Arab from Hammamet, who 
growled a savage curse, and dealt the prisoner a cruel lash 
with his heavy whip. 

The sudden gleam in the captive's sunken eyes showed 
that the fire of stout English manhood still burned unquench- 
able beneath all this load of misery, and he faced round upon 
his tormentor with a look which made the latter draw hastily 
back, and clutch at the huge clumsy pistols in his red silken 
girdle. But the fierce impulse passed in a moment, and 
Narborough stood calm and motionless as ever. 

At the moment when he turned upon the Moor, however, 
there arose an ominous murmur and a clashing of fetters 
among the slaves, which made seven or eight corsairs spring 
to the spot with anxious faces, and look closely to see that the 
chains of the captives were not likely to break or give way. 
For the tyrants of these ships were always in the position of 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



DOOMED TO DIB. 13 

wild-beast tameis, standing in peril of death night and day, 
and knowing that if their fierce prisoners could break loose, 
they would be instantly slaughtered to a man. 

Just then the captain's harsh voice was heard addressing 
his prisoner, who had as yet no idea what was required 
of him. But he was not left long in ignorance on that 
point 

'listen, dog of a Christian!* said the Mohammedan, 
grasping menacingly his silver-hilted dja/inheyah (short sword). 
'Thou art a skilful pilot in these seas, and knowest their 
ports well. Waste no time in lying, for it will profit thee 
nothing ; I have heard what thy comrades say. Now, mark 
welL We mean to attack yonder town, but the entrance of 
the harbour is dangerous, and we know not the channeL 
Thou shalt pilot us. Dost thou understand V 

• I understand,' simply replied the Englishman. 

John Narborough did indeed understand too well. He 
was to choose between an instant death and a great crime — 
between betraying a happy and prosperous town to ruffians 
to whom the very name of mercy was unknown, and himself 
enduring the worst that their cruelty could inflict. 

The pirate eyed him keenly, as if expecting him to say 
something more, and then asked sternly: *And thou wilt 
obeyf 

Then the doomed man raised his eyes, and fixed them full 
upon his oppressor's face with a look of such blasting con- 
tempt that even the hardened ruffian quailed beneath it^ as 
the Englishman's voice rang out clear and unfaltering : * I 
will not /' 

The dauntless words were followed by such a dead silence 
of blank amazement, that the excited spectators could almost 
hear the throbbing of their own hearts. The pirates stared 
aghast at this solitary and defenceless man who dared to defy 
them all; the slaves looked meaningly at each other; and 
one bowed, white-haired, sad-eyed captive, who had dragged 
out so many years of hideous bondage that misery seemed to 
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have become his natural element, muttered under his breath : 
* God help thee, John ! ' 

For one instant the savage corsair looked utterly con- 
founded ; and then his native fierceness broke forth. 

'Barest thou refuse, thou son of a burnt father? Seest 
thou this V (And he tapped his sword-hilt with grim signifi- 
cance.) *K thou lovest thy life, think better of it, ere it be 
too late. Once again, and for the last time, I ask thee — wilt 
thou do as I bid thee, or die straightway V 

Then the Englishman's bent and wasted figure seemed to 
enlarge itself suddenly before the eyes of the startled cut- 
throats, as he drew himself up to his full height, and looked 
sternly round upon them all. His haggard face flushed, his 
eyes glowed, he threw back his head proudly, and loud and 
clear through the awful silence rolled his words of fearless 
defiance : 

* Better die than live to be a sneaking traitor, and save my 
own skin by giving up hundreds of innocent folks to your 
mercy ! Kill me, if you like — you can do no more to mey 
and God will take care of my wife and child.' 

The Moor's fierce black eyes shot fire, and he clenched his 
hand upon his sword-hilt till the knuckles grew white. 
Another moment, and the brave Englishman would have been 
struck dead on the spot; but the corsair's love of plunder 
overcame even his thirst for blood. Before him lay in 
tempting nearness, bathed in the sunset glory, the defenceless 
town with its rich booty ; beside him stood the only man who 
could enable him to reach it To kill that man would 
destroy his only chance of the precious prize. 

The Mohammedan was silent for a moment, seemingly 
absorbed in thought ; and then a hideous smile — ^more fierce, 
and cruel, and terrible than his blackest frown — flickered 
over his gloomy face like lightning in a moonless sky. 

' Say'st thou that I can do nothing more than kill thee ? 
By the tomb of the Prophet, thou shalt see !' 

He made a sign, and instantly the doomed man was seized 
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and bound with his back to the mast, and his anns, out- 
stretched, kept in that position by strong cords. 

At the sight of these preparations there was a fresh stir 
among the slaves below, so ominously suggestive, that the 
mate at once hurried down into the waist with a dozen well- 
armed men, to guard against the expected outbreak. Mean- 
while the captain gave some order to the boatswain, which, 
judging by the grin of cruel joy that lighted up the latter's 
wolfish face, boded no good to the prisoner. 

The boatswain disappeared below, and an ominous pause 
ensued, while the other pirates gathered round their chief in 
grim silence, and every eye was turned upon the motionless 
figure beside the mast. All felt instinctively that some 
deeper tragedy than the mere slaughter of a stray unbeliever 
was at hand, and that they were about to witness something 
which even the most practised murderer among them had 
seldom if ever seen before. 

So they were, indeed. 

Back came the boatswain, followed by two Moorish sailors, 
carrying ten or twelve wicks of cotton as long and half as 
thick as a man's middle finger, which, newly steeped in oil, 
diffused a rank, unpleasant odour. 

Most of the crew looked inquiringly at each other, as if at 
a loss to imagine what hurt these seemingly harmless strips of 
cotton could inflict. But the faces of one or two of the older 
pirates lighted up all at once with a flash of horrible intelli- 
gence. Evidently they had seen these strange objects before, 
and knew how they were to be employed. 

Had ]^arborough himself any idea of what was in store for 
him 1 No one could tell, for his eyes were closed, and he 
seemed unconscious of all that was passing. 

At a sign from the boatswain, the two sailors pro- 
ceeded to fasten the wicks between the fingers of the 
Englishman's outstretched hands; and then they turned 
toward the captain, as if awaiting further orders. 

* Now, fellow/ asked the corsair, sternly, * wilt thou yet 
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consent, ere worse come of it, to pilot us into yonder 
portr 

But John Narborough made no answer. 

The Moor waved his hand, and instantly the boatswain 
— ^who was standing beside the victim with a lighted gun- 
match — set fire to the wicks, which began to bum slowly 
downward between Narborough's fingers. 

This was the * torture by slow fire,' a common one in that 
barbarous age, and not unfrequently inflicted by law. It 
was employed against women as well as men a few years later, 
during the religious persecutions in Scotland, and hardly ever 
without causing death. 

At that sight, there burst from the slaves a groan of 
mingled rage and horror, that startled even the pirates ; and 
the white-haired captive who had spoken before, called out, 
in tones shrill and tremulous with agony : 

* Stand firm, John, and the Lord strengthen thee to bear 
it ! Fear not them which can but kill the body — resist 
temptation unto the end!' 

* Silence, dog !' roared a pirate ; and with his sword-hilt he 
smote the poor old man so savagely on the mouth, that the 
latter's face was instantly covered with blood. 

The ruffian's arm was raised for a second stroke, when 
there fell upon his head a blow that might have felled an ox. 
Another of the English captives, the youngest and strongest 
of the band, had struck him from behind with his heavy 
chain, and the cowardly villain fell stunned and bleeding, his 
sword flying out of his hand. 

Then all the slaves sprang up with a yell, and made frantic 
eiforts to break loose, while the corsairs fired their pistols 
among them at random — ^for it was now almost too dark on 
the lower deck for the combatants to distinguish each other's 
faces — and slashed at them with their swords as recklessly as 
if hacking timber. But the struggle was too unequal to last. 
One captive was killed, two others were severely wounded, 
the rest were forced back into their places, and all was over. 
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But such affrays were an everyday matter in these dens of 
cruelty, and the fight passed ahuost unnoticed, save hy those 
actually engaged, so completely ahsorhed were the rest in the 
tragedy on the poop-deck. As the creeping flame preyed on 
his quivering flesh, all Narborough's stout English manhood 
could not wholly repress a faint, stifled groan; but his 
utmost agony could not wring from him word or gesture of 
assent to the ofler which the pirate, furious at a resistance 
such as he had never before encountered, continued to uige 
upon him. 

* Infidel cur!' yelled the Moor at length, striding up to 
his victim with a face distorted with fury, * obey me, or we 
will tear thee limb from limb !' 

But the ruffian spoke to unheeding ears. Kature could 
bear no more, and the sufferer's head was seen to sink help- 
lessly upon his breast, while his body hung limply on the 
cords that bound him. 

*The stubborn knave has escaped us, after all — he is 
dead !' growled the mate, stepping forward. 

'Dead? not he!' roared the captain; ' he has but fainted, 
and we vnll restore him speedily. Prick him with your 
daggers, comrades ; there is in their points a medicine of 
wondrous virtue in reviving a fainting unbeliever !' 

But ere the brutal laughter that greeted this ferocious jest 
had died away, the mate gave a start, and bent forward as if 
listening. 

* What was that?' cried he. *Hark ! that sound bodes us 
no good !' 

In fact, the evening breeze brought to their ears at that 
moment the distant boom of a gun from the shore, followed 
by the violent ringing of alarm-bells ; while a long jet of 
flame, shooting up against the darkening sky, showed that a 
beacon-fire had been lighted to warn the whole country 
round. 

The meaning of these ominous signs was easily guessed. 
Some keen-eyed Sicilian, struck with the unusual spectacle of 

B 
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a trading ship hove-to at a distance from the harbour, instead 
of hastening to enter it ere night fell, had looked atten- 
tively at the strange vessel, and, detecting her real character, 
despite her false colours and attempted disguise, had given 
the alarm to the town. Their intended attack was check- 
mated, and all their hopes of plunder were swept away. 

Then the Moorish captain's rage broke forth uncontrollably, 
and with one slash of his murderous weapon — the only 
merciful deed that the villain had ever done — he hewed the 
head of the unconscious victim from his body. 

To these crael men, bred from their childhood amid 
violence and bloodshed, and burning with hatred against the 

* Christian dogs,' whom their Mohammedan bigotry regarded 
as enemies of God himself, the slaughter of a single 

* unbeliever ' was of less importance than the killing of a fly ; 
and they thought far more of the rich booty which they had 
missed than of the innocent blood which they had shed. 
Little did they dream, as they flung into the sea with brutal 
jests the corpse of the murdered Englishman, that that day's 
work was hereafter to bring death to every man of them, 
and utter ruin to the great fortress in whose strength they 
trusted. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 




CHAPTER IL 

A HEBOS FIRST BATTLE. 

jjAKE that, you lubber, and see how you 
like it ! — Ah ! would you 1 Take that — and 
that — and that!' 

Such were the words which — bawled at the 
full pitch of a voice as deep and hoarse as the 
roar of a gale — ^were heard by three or four burly fishermen 
who were coming slowly down the steep zigzag cliff-path 
leading to the quaint little coast village of Mordsley — one of 
the many tiny fishing-hamlets which then clustered along the 
south-eastern seaboard of England — on a gloomy autumn 
evening in the same year. 

* A fight, a fight !' shouted the whole group ; and instantly 
they were all scampering toward the scene of action, eager as 
children for the spectacle. 

But a cruel disappointment awaited these enthusiasts, when 
they reached the narrow, sandy beach upon which Mordsley 
village nestled in the protecting shadow of the great white 
cliffs. Instead of a hard fight between two well-matched 
combatants, with a satisfactory accompaniment of blood and 
bruises, nothing was to be seen but a big man beating a small 
boy, a spectacle too common in that rough age to be worth 
notice. 

Fortunately for the boy (a young scapegrace, who was the 
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byword of the whole village), the man who was striking at 
him so savagely was too blind with rage — and perhaps some- 
thing stronger still — to aim his blows steadily, and not one in 
ten reached their mark. But the few that did were quite 
enough for the dismayed youngster, who was already howling 
with pain, and doing his best to run away. 

Could he once have reached the clifif-path, his light feet 
would soon have left his hulking assailant behind. But 
scarcely had he gone a dozen yards, when he stumbled and 
fell, while his pursuer pounced uj)on him with a hoarse yell 
of triumph. 

By this time the fishermen had come panting up to the 
spot ; but no one offered to interpose. It was not fear which 
checked them, although few men would have cared to face 
the sledge-hammer fist of that huge, burly, bull-headed ruffian, 
half fisherman and half smuggler, and strongly suspected of 
having once followed another profession more questionable 
still — namely, that of a pirate. Still, there was more than 
one man there who would have faced him readily enough in 
a fair quarrel ; but it was then a universally recognised truth 
that * a boy was always the better of a good thrashing,' and 
any interference in such a case would have seemed to these 
rough-hewn * tarpaulins ' a foolish soft-heartedness, degrading 
to any true Englishman. 

Such, however, was not the opinion of the tall, curly- 
haired fellow in sail-cloth breeches and tattered blue shirt, 
who, just as the bully was about to seize his victim, stepped 
resolutely between them, and said quietly : 

* Gently, Mat 1 he 's had just enough already ; don't give 
him any more !' 

The half-drunken savage drew back in silent amazement at 
this unheard-of presumption — as it appeared to liim — ^giving 
the bystanders time to protest against such unwarrantable 
intermeddling. 

* Let 'em alone. Jack ! There be noughfc so good as plenty 
o' thrashin* for they boys, the young gallows-birds ! and it be 
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good for all folk in a manner o' speakin*. Ye know the old 
rede (saying) : 

" A woman, a horse, and a walnut-tree. 
The more you beat 'em, the better they be !'* 

And they might ha* said just the very same thing of a boy, 
too.' 

* And besides, Jack, what business is it o' your'n 1 That 
young imp be neither kith nor kin to you, nor to nobody else, 
except Old Nick. Don't ye remember, lad, what the Scrip- 
ture saith : " He that meddleth with strife which belongeth 
not to him, is as one that taketh a dog by the ears f and the 
dog 's apt to hitey too I' 

It was an unlucky argument to use to that high-spirited 
lad. Jack's clear blue eyes flashed fire, and he answered 
sternly : ' And a dog that bites is apt to get his head broken. 
Anyhow, no man shall lay a hand on that boy while I 
stand here T 

Hearing this defiance, Mat Martin was roused by sheer 
fury from his first stupefaction, and broke out thus, herald- 
ing his remarks as usual with what our American cousins call 
* the very tallest kind of strong language :' 

* jy ye talk like that to me^ ye whelp 1 D' ye know who I 
be % Whoy, I 'd take three such as thee in one hand and stir 
my grog with 'em ! But if ye will meddle with what don't 
consarn ye, I '11 sarve yer worse nor I meant to sarve him /' 

Without another word, the two men flew at each other 
like bulldog and bull, while the spectators, having at last got 
such a fight as they wanted, rubbed their homy hands in glee. 

At first sight, indeed, this combat did not promise them 
much amusement, for it seemed only too likely to end as 
soon as it began. Jack was barely twenty, and, though tall 
and muscular for his age, looked a mere lath beside the 
bulky fisherman, who added to the strength of mature man- 
hood the constant practice of daily brawls. In fact, it 
appeared as if one blow from Mat's terrible arm would suffice 
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to end the struggle; and so thought the redoubtable Mat 
himself, who showered upon his adversary a hail of blows, 
the lightest of which seemed enough to kill him on the spot. 

But his comrades had already remarked one thing about 
this lad, although neither they nor he had the slightest 
presentiment of what he was one day to become. "When any 
peril suddenly confronted him, as the more formidable and 
imminent grew the danger, the cooler and steadier was he. 
His chosen friend and partner — a fisher-boy, younger than 
himself, named Tom Robinson — ^had once observed, with 
unconscious poetry, that * danger seemed to be an old friend 
of Jack's like, and when he saw him coming, he always 
brightened up and looked happy.' 

So it was now. With a storm of merciless blows whistling 
round him, and the certainty of being killed or crippled for 
life should his nerve or strength fail him for one moment, 
Jack was as cool as if at play. 

The combatants made just then a very striking picture. 
The bully's unwieldy strength, brawny bulk, and low-browed, 
heavy, brutal face, suggested some wicked giant in a fairy 
tale ; while our hero's slight, well-knit, active frame, and fresh, 
boyish, handsome features, might have served as a model of 
his renowned namesake. Jack the Giant-killer. 

Twice the living battering-rams that were whirling around 
him actually grazed his hair, and the lookers-on drew a short, 
quick breath; while the boy whom he was defending, and 
who was too breathlessly absorbed in the combat even to 
escape when he might, turned away his face, not to see his 
champion fall. But no ! Jack remained unhurt amid the 
shower of blows, and kept circling round his enraged enemy, 
carefully avoiding the latter's crushing strokes, while watch- 
ing keenly for a chance of striking in return. 

The chance came at last. In delivering a tremendous 
blow. Mat overreached himself, and stumbled forward, leav- 
ing his head unguarded for an instant. Quick as lightning, 
Jack's ready fist shot out like a catapult, and a blow, into 
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which he threw the whole strength of his sinewy frame, sent 
his hulking adversary reeling three paces backward. Mat 
recovered himself the next moment, however, and came 
rushing on again, tenfold more furious than ever. 

But in this very fury lay Jack's only chance of safety. 
Had ' Fighting Mat ' been in his sober senses, the fray would 
soon have been over ; but, blinded and dazed as he was by 
drink and passion, his random blows were easily avoided by 
a lad whose wonderful agility had long since earned him the 
nickname of * Spring-heeled Jack.' 

Twice the ruffian came on like a mad bull, and twice he 
was sent staggering back by a stunning blow. But the third 
rush was so furious that even Jack's terrible counter-stroke 
failed to stop it, and one mighty blow caught our hero fair 
on the chest Had not the active lad escaped its full force 
by springing back, the battle would have ended there and 
then ; even as it was, poor Jack was knocked off his legs like 
a ninepin. 

With a growl of savage triumph, the bully rushed upon his 
defenceless foe, meaning to deal him one decisive kick behind 
the ear with his heavy sea-boot ; for to such a height had his 
fury risen, that he was ready for murder itself. But ere the 
bystanders — who sprang forward as one man to prevent him, 
thinking that the principle of non-intervention had gone 
far enoughs-could interpose. Jack scrambled to his feet 
again, and stood facing the giant once more, bruised, aching, 
and dizzy from his fall, but resolute as ever. 

*Our Jack's a chip o' the old block !' muttered one of the 
boatmen in grim approval : * when you fights chaps like him, 
you 've got to kill 'em first and knock 'em down arterwards.' 

For an instant the ruffian stood motionless with amaze- 
ment ; for never had he seen any man rise from a blow of Ms 
with so bold a front. Then, with a brutal curse, he flew at 
the daring lad once more. 

But, before he could strike, our hero darted in beneath the 
huge fists, clutched his enemy round the body, and tripped 
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him dexterously with a trick of the * inner heel,' learned from 
a noted local wrestler; and down went the hulking bully 
with tremendous force against one of the fishing-boats that 
lay near, his head striking so hard upon the iron * gudgeon * 
of the rudder, that he lay stunned and senseless. 

Years later, when that nameless fisher-lad had become one 
of the most famous men in Europe, the few surviving 
witnesses of his first battle were never weary of describing 
it with a loving fullness of detail, and of holding up to the 
admiration of their younger companions *the prettiest fight 
as never was.' 

*I see'd it all with my own eyes, bless yer !' the old fellows 
would say proudly ; ' and a prettier sight I never set eyes on. 
Our Jack throwed his whole heart and soul into every blow 
as he struck for that 'ere little chap ; and I says to myself, 
says I, "Well," I says, "a lad as can face the biggest man in 
the village to save a young imp of a boy who ben't no con- 
sam o' his'n, he'll do plenty more fightin', and better fightin' 
too," says I, "afore he 's done." And so he has, sure enough.' 

As Fighting Mat went down for the last time, the lookers- 
on gave a shout that awoke every echo of the cliffs, and the 
conqueror found a mob of rough fellows pressing around him, 
grasping his bruised hands, and greeting him with applauding 
slaps on the back till they almost knocked him down. 

Most enthusiastic of all was his crony and partner, Tom 
Robinson, who had come up just in time to witness the 
bully's final overthrow. 

* Hurrah, old chap!' he cried, waving his tattered cap 
gleefully. * Didn't I always say you *d be a great man some 
day ? You 're the best man in the village now, let t' other be 
who he may. But look here, mate — ^shall you be up to 
comin' with me in the boat to-night, arter all this hammerin' ? 
Better not try it, if you can't.* 

* That 's neither here nor there, Tom,' answered our hero, 
firmly. 'We've got to go fishing to-night, as you know 
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well enough ; and when a thing *8 got to he done, it 's not a 
case of " can or can't " — it 's a case of " must and shall I ** * 

In those few words lay the history of this hrave man's 
whole after-life. 

*We'll just go up to the cottage,' continued Jack, *and 
get some food from mother — she '11 have some ready for us, 
never fear — and then, as soon as the tide serves, we '11 he offl' 

And the two lads tramped off, up the zigzag path leading 
to the higher village, whither the boy for whom the battle 
had been fought had already carried the news of Jack's 
victory. 

An hour later, back came Tom, carrying a bundle. Jack 
lingered to take leave of his mother — a thin, careworn woman, 
with a strange, wild, haunted look in her large dark eyes — 
who whispered tremulously as she embraced him : 

* And you '11 be careful, won't you, Jack % Eemember, you 
are all I 've got runo /' 

*But you know you've always told me, mother, you 
thought father was still alive; and I don't see why he 
shouldn't be. It's more than four years now, to be sure, 
since he went away, and we haven't heard a word of him ; 
but plenty of men have come home all right after a much 
longer spell than that, you know. Tou think he's alive, 
don't you ]' 

*I hardly know what to think, dear; and I sometimes 
feel as if I could almost bear to know he really was dead, 
rather than this dreadful uncertainty.' 

Jack mused for a moment, and then said earnestly : 

* Mother, you don't think he can have made a rash vow, or 
sworn an evil oath, and so got weather-bound for everl* 

*What do you mean, my boy?' asked his mother, looking 
startled. 

* Well,' said Jack, in an awe-stricken whisper, * you know 
how Captain Vanderdecken, the Flying Dutchman, swore 
he'd get round the Cape somehow, even if he had to beat 
about till the day of judgment, and now he 's got to do it, 
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poor fellow, and can never get home any more ; he haunts 
the Cape to this day, you know, and brings bad luck to every 
ship that sights him. But surely father would never do any- 
thing like that f 

*No, no, my son; your father was riever such a man as 
poor Vanderdecken must have been. But I begin to fear he 
must be dead, after all.* 

'Why, mother] have you — seen himT 

Jack put this query with manifest hesitation, for he knew 
that the superstitious villagers credited his mother with the 
power of communing with beings not of this earth, and the 
thought of such a near approach to the world beyond the 
grave chilled his bold heart as no earthly peril could have 
done. 

* I have seen him, my boy — in a dream. Formerly I never 
dreamed of him, although I thought of him all day long ; but 
that must have been because his spirit was not yet free from 
his body, and could not come to me as it wished. But now I 
have seen him at last.' 

* Did he say where he was V asked Jack, eagerly ; * if he 
did, I '11 go and find him.' 

* No, dear — he said nothing about that. He seemed to be 
standing alone upon some high place, with the sky all on fire 
behind him ; and he held out his hands to me, and they were 
all bleeding and torn, and he said with a sad smile : " It is 
all for the good cause, and many men shall gain by my loss." 
And then I awoke.' 

*Are you sure he said "my loss," not "my death]" cried 
Jack, excitedly. * Well, that 's all right, don't you see, for he 
can't be dead, after all ! If he 's only had his hand shot ofi", 
or anything like that, plenty of men have come through far 
worse, and got home safe and sound. If he 'd come to you 
with his head off, and said you 'd never see him again, that 
would have been a different thing. Cheer up, mother ! it '11 
all come right yet, never fear.' 

He kissed her as he spoke, and turning away, hurried after 
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his comrade. But his step was not so light as usual, for 
although he had spoken so cheerily, his mother's gloomy 
vision — every word of which he fully believed — weighed down 
his hold spirit like a nightmare, and he strove in vain to 
shake it off. 

Robinson could not fail to notice that his brisk and cheery 
partner was strangely thoughtful that evening, and made no 
answer to the jokes with which honest Tom was wont to 
season the labour of shoving off their boat. But, though 
inwardly wondering at this strange moodiness, he did not 
venture any remark ; for Jack — always his chosen hero — was 
now in his eyes, after defeating * Fighting Mat * himself, the 
greatest man upon earth. Not a word was uttered on either 
side till the boat had got well out to sea, running before a 
light breeze. 

Then Jack — ^who was steering, while Tom managed the 
one sail — roused himself as if from a dream, and said, with 
strange earnestness : 

* Tom, d' ye remember Bob Brooke, Sally Hawker's brother, 
that came here to see her four or five years ago, when his 
ship put into Portsmouth Eoads, and told us all those 
sea-stories 1' 

* Him as belonged to that Bristol trader, the Sally Snow 9 
I should think I did remember him, and his stories too ; tip- 
top stories they were. But what of him V 

* Well,' said our hero, slowly, * ever since he went away that 
time, there's nothing been heard of him, good or bad, nor 
of his ship neither. Now, Tom, what d' ye think 's become 
of him f 

Poor Tom, thus unexpectedly called upon to solve a 
question of such wide range, looked as blank as a boy 
suddenly set to construe at sight an unusually tough piece of 
Livy or Xenophon. 

* Well,' rejoined he at length, striving to assume an air of 
great profundity, * when a man goes on a voyage, d' ye see, 
it's hard to say what maynH become of him. All sorts o' 
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things may become of him, in fact. For one thing, he may 
ha' been shipwrecked, and chucked ashore on the coast o* 
h'Afrikey, and got gobbled up by some o* them black cannon- 
balls ' (cannibals). 

'That's true,' said Jack, musingly; *or he may ha' fallen 
in with the big sea-sarpent, that lies under the ocean 
a-watching for ships to swallow — like a fish a-watching for 
flies — and been swallowed down, ship and all.' 

* Or grabbed by the kraken — that big cuttle-fish, you know 
— that pulls men down from the mast-head, and sucks 'em 
like sugar-plums.' 

* Or, mayhap, he may have got drifted away to that place 
in the Southern Seas, where there 's no tide nor current, and 
the water 's as thick as treacle, and whatever gets there can't 
get away any more, but just lies and lies till it rots ! ' 

* Or he may have happened on that Loadstone Eock, that 
draws all the nails out of the ships; and whenever any 
vessel comes within a mile of it, out flies every bolt and 
rivet with a crash like thunder, and the poor old ship breaks 
all to pieces, and down she goes to the bottom.* 

'But, look here, mate,' said our hero, cutting short this 
catalogue of romantic horrors — every one of which was firmly 
believed by the seamen of that age — * suppose he 's not dead 
after all, what then V 

This was another question with which Tom was unable to 
grapple; and he felt it all the more because he saw that 
Jack expected some answer worthy of the occasion. But, 
after racking his brains for a reply deserving the approval 
of Jack the Great, he could think of nothing better than 
this: 

* Well, if he *s not dead, I s'pose he must be alive.' 

* I s'pose he must,' assented Jack ; * and if he 's alive, he 
must be somewhere. Now, the thing is — where V 

*/'ll tell you where he might bel' cried Tom, striking 
out a bright idea in sheer desperation. * He may ha' got 
upon one o' them floating islands that, 'stead o' being snugly 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



A HBBO'S FIRST BATTLE. 29 

anchored to the bottom of the sea, go drifting about on the 
top with no " underneath " to them — all cover and no dish, 
like — and when once you git on to 'em, you can't never git off 
agin, 'cause them islands always fight shy of ships, and sail 
away whenever they see one coming.' ♦ 

'There may worse than that have happened, Tom,' said 
Jack, in a voice so deep and stem that it hardly sounded 
like his own. *He may ha' been took by the Barbary 
pirates — and you know what that means !' 

Tom did know, as was evident from the look of blank 
horror on his bold brown face, in the light of the rising 
moon. In fact, there was no man in all England that day 
who had not heard more than enough of what English 
captives had suffered from the Moorish corsairs, and how 
the doomed wretches, chained, starved, lashed like dogs, 
exposed half-naked to pelting rains and burning suns, and 
goaded by torture to labours far beyond their strength, 
had sunk at length beneath their load of misery, or killed 
themselves to escape it. Every year large sums were left by 
charitable persons *to ransom our brethren now in captivity 
among the heathen ;' and the prayer which, in our Litany, 
still appeals to Heaven to *show pity upon all prisoners 
and captives' was then no mere form of speech, but a 
living and terrible reality. 

*And I'll tell you something more, Tom,' resumed the 
elder lad, with the slow, stem emphasis of one thoroughly in 
earnest. *It was just about the time Bob Brooke dis- 
appeared that father disappeared too; and who knows 
whether they pirate rascals mayn't have taken him as well ? 
Fancy him in that misery all these years that we 've been so 
free and happy ! It fairly chokes me to think of it ! If 

* Near the mouth of the Congo, I have met numbers of drifting masses 
of earth crested with long grass, torn away and whirled out to sea by the 
force of the stream. Some of these singular waifs, being large enough to 
be covered with thick bushes, might weU, when encountered— as they often 
are — out of sight of land, have suggested to a seventeenth- century mariner 
the legend of the Floating Islands. 
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he 18 in the hands of these villains, I '11 have him out 
somehow, though I should be cut to bits; and if they've 

killed him But we mustn't talk any more now, for here 

we are at our fishing-ground ; let's get to work at once.' 

Their preparations were soon made, and the night's fishing 
began. 

Both boys afterwards remembered, with too good reason, 
that on that memorable night they were unusually successful, 
making such a haul as the oldest fisherman might have 
envied. So completely were they absorbed in their work, 
that they took no heed of time ; and the moon was already 
setting when Jack, looking up instinctively, suddenly noticed 
that a sickly haze was beginning to creep over the sky, while 
the smooth waters — for the breeze had now utterly died 
away — were strangely agitated by a slow, sullen motion, as if 
some mighty monster was stirring in the depths below. 

*Look alive, mate!* cried he; *it's looking dirty to 
wind'ard, and the sooner we get under the lee of the land, 
the better. There *s a squall coming, sure ; and if it catches 
us here in the open, we '11 be in Davy Jones's locker afore we 
can wink 1' 

While Jack was speaking, he and his partner were at 
work to lower the sail, * unstep ' the mast, and run out the 
oars, in which lay their only hope now, there being no 
wind to help them. Then Jack, as the older and stronger, 
took the oars, while Tom seized the tiller, and steered the 
boat landward with all the skill he possessed, glancing over 
his shoulder ever and anon to watch the advancing storm. 

Jack pulled with all his might, for there was indeed no 
time to lose. Could they but get under Gannet Point — 
which was now plain not far to the north-east — before the 
storm bursty they would be quite safe, as the wind seemed 
rising from the south-west. There they might lie snug for 
the night, and then, when the storm was spent, coast back to 
Mordsley by daylight 
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But fortune was against them. Till now our hardy Jack 
had felt little inconvenience from his recent combat; but 
under the strain of forcing this loaded boat through the 
water, his bruises began to make themselves felt in earnest 
With secret dismay, he saw that his strength was failing just 
when he needed it most, and that he could not long support 
that tremendous exertion. 

Tom saw it too, and called out : 

'Let vie have the oars, and you take the tiller; you can 
steer better than I can.' 

They hastily exchanged places; but, with all their quick- 
ness, this movement lost them a few seconds ; and, in this 
race with death, even those few told fearfully against them. 
Hardly had they gone fifty yards, when the sinking moon 
was suddenly blotted out — a dreary moan, swelling gradually 
into a deep, hoarse roar, came sweeping over the dark, wide, 
lonely sea — ^and they were suddenly enveloped in a blinding 
whirl of lashing spray. The light craft heeled over, the 
water came rushing and hissing over the gunwale, as the 
surging waves beat and banged the frail boat to and fro like 
an egg-shell. Tom fell floundering into the bottom of it, with 
an oar right across his nose; while Jack felt the tiller 
suddenly torn from his grasp, as if by the hand of a giant. 

Instantly he clutched it again, but too late. Driven by the 
squall, their boat, now nearly half full of water, shot past the 
sheltering headland, and flew straight toward the open sea. 

All that followed seemed to the forlorn lads like an evil 
dream. They were now in utter darkness — the boat's one 
lantern having been smashed, when the squall struck her — 
and all that they could see was the ghostly shimmer of the 
foam as the great waves dashed and leaped around them. 
The breeze was fast rising into a gale, and although the sea 
which was running would have mattered little to a ship, this 
tiny boat was driven before it like a straw. 

Jack clung to the tiller with both his numbed and aching 
hands, while Tom laboured to bale out the water which came 
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flooding in, as wave after wave surged up over their heads, 
shaking its foamy mane like a charging lion. 

While baling, Tom strained his keen eyes into the gloom — 
for at any moment they might be dashed against some pass- 
ing vessel — but nothing could he see. Where were they] 
Far from land they must certainly be, for the shore-lights had 
long since disappeared ; and in the depth of the gloom and 
the grasp of the storm, at the mercy of this furious sea, even 
our gallant Tom's heart began to fail. But Jack never 
flinched. 

'Larboard your helm — larboard!' yelled Tom suddenly^ 
with a roar like a wounded lion ; * there 's a ' 

That sentence was never finished. A huge dark mass, 
starting up just in front of them — a terrific shock — a horrible 
grinding crash — a sudden and deadly dullness as their 
shattered boat sank beneath them, and the cold black waters 
rushed over it and them — and all was a blank. 
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CHAPTER III. 

PICKED UP AT SEA. 

N Jack regained his senses, he could hardly 

1 if he were awake or dreaming, and, indeed, 

IS uncertain at first whether he was alive or 

ad. The sinking boat, the stormy sea, the 

..jiite, leaping waves glimmering spectrally 

through the darkness, the black midnight sky, the clouds 

scurrying wildly over the pale moon, had vanished like a 

dream. Above him was a clear blue sky, around him golden 

sunshine ; a light breeze cooled his fevered temples, and over 

him bent a sweet childlike face, framed in golden hair, such 

as Raffaelle saw in his visions of the infant Cherubim. 

*Is this heaven?' asked Jack faintly; *and are you an 
angel ? — But where 's father ? He ought to be here, if he 's 
really dead.' 

*I'm not an angel — I'm only a little girl,* answered a 
voice like the tinkle of a silver bell ; * and father's not dead 
at all ; he 's coming to see you directly.' 

Jack turned his head slightly — for it was so swathed in 
bandages that he could hardly move it — and saw that he was 
lying upon a spare-sail on the deck of a stout ship, over 
which floated the red cross of St George on a white ground, 
still the flag of Old England, though soon to be superseded 
by the modem Union-Jack, which added the Scottish cross of 
St Andrew to that of St George. 

*And who's father, my pet?' asked our hero, seeing that 
the child was speaking of her father, not of his own. 

* Father 's Captain Mark Steel, master of this ship,* answered 
C 
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the little lady, with a very comical air of dignity. * My 
name's Dora. Isn't it a pretty name? — ^But I mustn't 
let you talk any more,' she added suddenly, with a queer 
little assumption of authority, at which Jack secretly 
chuckled. * I 'm your nurse, you know, and you must do as 
I tell you. You 've been very ill, and no wonder, after such 
a bump as you got against the ship's side. What a thick 
head you must have !' 

Jack laughed feebly. 

' I daresay it is thick enough, dear , it has stood some good 
hard blows before now. But I want to ask just (me ques- 
tion — what's become of Tom]' 

* You mean the other boy who was with you V said Dora, 
quite in the tone of a grown-up woman. *0h, he's all 
right. You've been a great deal worse than he was — a 
great deal worse,' she repeated emphatically, as if this were 
somehow to Jack's credit. * We 'U let him come and see you 
presently, if you'll be a good boy, and not talk too much 
when he comes. But now I must go and tell father; I 
promised to let him know the minute you woke. lie still, 
and don't be afraid ; I won't let anybody hurt you.' 

And then, with this gracious offer of protection — which, 
made by a little girl of nine to a strapping lad of twenty, 
tried Jack's gravity hard — the little woman scampered off in 
search of Captain Steel, leaving her patient to his own 
reflections. 

These were far from satisfactory. It was something that 
his friend Tom had escaped with life and limb ; but the boat, 
their only means of subsistence, was at the bottom of the 
sea^ and they had to begin the world again. By itself, 
indeed, even this calamity would have stimulated rather than 
depressed our stout-hearted Jack; but then — his mother! 
She would of course believe him drowned, and how was he 
to let her know that he lived? In those days, even in 
England, there were practically no postal arrangements at 
all; and when any man had once got fairly out to sea, he 
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had as little chance of hearing from his friends at home, or 
letting them hear from him, as if he had been at the North 
Pole. Jack knew well that the shock of his supposed death, 
superadded to the harrowing uncertainty of his father's fate, 
would be enough to kill her outright ; and all the wonderful 
self-command for which he was afterwards famous could not 
repress a groan at the thought. 

* Hollo, my lad ! is your head hurtin' you V said a cheery 
voice behind him, the very sound of which was like a cordial 
to Jack's sinking heart. * I '11 send my vrife round to change 
the bandage presently, for, though I *m something of a doctor, 
my hand 's not light enough for the surgery department.' 

*I was thinking of my mother,' answered Jack, simply, 
as the speaker — a short, square, powerful man of middle 
age, with a sunburned face and a beard worthy of a Turk, 
whom our hero rightly guessed to be Captain Steel himself 
— took a seat upon a coil of rope beside him. 

'Were you?' cried Steel, with a sudden look of interest 
*Well, my boy, I like you none the worse for that. I've 
seen lots of young chaps in my time who thought it manly 
— the bigger fools they — to be ashamed to speak o' their 
mothers, or seem as if they cared a straw for 'em. But / 
say that a good mother is the best thing any man can have, 
next to a good wife; and, thank God, I've got both. My 
mother's the dearest old soul alive, and if I've managed 
to keep my head straight, it's all Iter doing. So, my son, 
if there's anything to be done to help your mother, you 
needn't look far for a hand while Mark Steel's on deck. 
Spin your yam, and then we'll take our bearings, and see 
what course we have to shape.' 

Jack needed little persuasion to tell his story, to which 
his new friend listened attentively. 

* Well,' said the captain, * it 's a foggy kind of job, that 's 
sartain; but I think we can see our course through it, for 
all that. Just let me smoke a pipe over it, and then I '11 
tell you what I make of the reckoning. And now I think 
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weVe talked enough for one spell, and the best thing to 
do is to pass the word for'ard for some junk [salt beef] and 
biscuit for you, for it seems to me you must be feelin' pretty 
light below, after taking nothin* into your hold for three 
days.' 

'Three days!' echoed Jack, starting. *Have I really lain 
in a faint three whole days?* 

*That you have, sure enough; and it's time you got 
to eating again, afore you forget how it's done. I see 
your mate yonder in the offing, waiting to signal you; so 
I '11 just hail him, and tell him to bear down.' 

A few minutes later, the food and Robinson arrived 
simultaneously; and Jack saw with surprise that his crony 
was 'rigged out all a-taunto' in sailor-dress, and seemed 
quite at home. 

* Hollo, Tom!' he cried, looking up wonderingly, 'have 
you' 

'Steady, mate,' interrupted Robinson, stooping to arrange 
more easily the sail upon which his friend was lying. * It 's 
agin the skipper's orders to let you talk, 'cause he says it 's 
not good for you; and he's a chap that means what he 
says, I can tell you! Just fall-to to your allowance, and 
I '11 reel off my yarn.' 

Tom's story was soon told. At the moment of their 
collision with the vessel, she was luckily hove-to; and the 
crew speedily fished up the two lads, none too soon — for 
Jack, whose head had been dashed with tremendous force 
against the ship's side, was just sinking to rise no more. 
He had lain unconscious ever since, tended by Captain 
Steel's wife and daughter, whom the captain, as part-owner 
of his vessel, took with him on all his voyages. Meanwhile, 
Tom, being almost unhurt, and not wishing to remain idle, 
volunteered to serve before the mast as a ' boy ' * — an offer 

* There are three classes of English sailors — namely, 1, * able-bodied sea- 
men' (known as A.B.*s); 2, * ordinary seamen ;' and 3, * boys '—their pay 
being in the same gradation. — D. K. 
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readily accepted by the skipper, who was short of hands — 
and had already, as he proudly remarked, *got to know 
the ropes as well as he didnH know his alphabet;* for Tom, 
like many other sailors of that day, rather prided him- 
self than otherwise upon not being able to write his own 
name. 

* And it seems to me, Jack,' said Eobinson, in conclusion, 
* that you can't do better, when you get on your feet again, 
than just be a sailor, too, for a spell. Fishing's all very 
well when you Ve nothing better to do, but then a fisherman 's 
just a fisherman to the end of his life, never anything more ; 
while a sailor — why, bless yer, there's chaps walking about 
London as admirals this very day, all over gold lace and 
silver-hilted swords, as fine as any peacock, that began as 
common fo'mast hands just like us* Tom evidently thought 
himself quite an old sailor already. ' Then, too, a fisherman 
just sticks in one place all his life, and don't see nothin'; 
but a sailor goes all over the world, and sees all manner 
of strange countries and queer sights that nobody else ever 
heard of. Why, there's a fellow here in my watch that's 
been right out to the East Injies — think o' that ! — and seen 
h'elephants and camels a-walkin' about the streets same as 
horses at home; and he's seen tigers and crocodiles, and 
men's heads cut ofi*, and all sorts of fun !' 

Jack's eyes sparkled, and he looked eagerly up at his 
friend. 

*And then there's another chap,' pursued Tom, 'who's 
made two voyages to the West Coast of h'Afriker; and he 
says it 's so hot out there that the very sea gits boilin' hot, 
and the fish come floatin' to the top all ready cooked. And 
there 's another who 's had better luck still : he 's been prisoner 
aboard a Tunis corsair, among real live pirates !' 

Whether or not the possible Muck' of being a slave to 
Moorish pirates was a temptation to our hero, his comrade's 
words evidently made some impression, and Tom wisely 
resolved to give that impression time to take root 
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^Better go to sleep again, now, mate, and you'll be as 
sound as a new fishing-net when you wake up.' 

'Hold hard!' cried Jack, as Tom moved oflF, 'Tell us 
just one thing more : whereabouts are we now V 

*0h, we're getting along finely — well into the Bay of 
Biscay already!' said Tom, with a knowing air; *and the 
old craft 's bound for Smyrna ; think o' that !' 

Away went Tom, while Jack, already drowsy after his 
meal, fell asleep again. At times he was vaguely conscious 
of low voices beside him, and of a soft hand passed caress- 
ingly over his forehead ; but he gradually sank into a deep 
slumber, and there came to him a strange dream, which he 
was to have good cause to remember. 

He seemed to be looking down from some high point upon 
a boundless desert, from the drifting sands of which peered 
gauntly the bleaching bones of countless skeletons. Just 
below him was a huge rock, to which were chained numbers 
of bare-limbed, half-starved, wretched-looking men; and, far 
in the distance, a herd of lions were coming slowly toward 
them, with open mouths and necks hungi-ily outstretched, 
as if scenting prey. 

When the doomed men saw their death approaching, they 
cried wildly for help; but no help was nigh. Nearer and 
nearer came the monsters, their manes bristling, their eyes 
glaring, their tails lashing fiercely, their huge jaws gaping 
for the blood of their victims, while their hoarse, hungry 
roar came rolling across the silent wilderness like a peal of 
thunder. 

And then arose suddenly between the savage beasts and 
their prey a stalwart figure in a richly embroidered dress, 
with long black whiskers, and a grand, calm face, stem 
and solemn as an avenging angeL He waved his hand, 
and instantly the lions fell writhing to the earth, and the 
fetters of the slaves burst asunder, while a voice like the 
blast of a trumpet broke from the sky above: 'Shall not 
God avenge His own elect which day and night do cry unto 
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Hira, though He hear long with them V And at that mighty 
sound the dreamer started and awoke. 

The trumpet of his vision proved to he merely Captain 
Steel's hoarse voice bawling some order; but just then he 
heard some one say near him : 

*Our cap'n's one of a thousand; he takes care of us as 
if we was his sons ; and, for that matter, here 's his own son 
a-sleepin' in the fo'c'stle, and workin* with the rest of us, 
as if he wam't nobody at all. That ^8 the skipper for my 
money; but they're not all hke that, mates. There was 
a pal o' mine as sarved aboard a man-o'-war in the old 
king's time, and she 'd been out a goodish while, and most 
o' the hands was down with scurvy. Then the cap'n — a 
regular Turk of a chap — sings out : " Them lubbers are only 
shammin' ; start 'em up on deck with a rope's end !" Down 
goes the boatswain, and licks them poor sick beggars till 
they scrambled on deck for the bare life; and one of 'em, 
bein' too weak to stand, tips back'ard over the bulwarks into 
the Sjsa, and there was an end of him.' 

* Well,' said another voice, * I 've see'd a live man chucked 
o'board with a dead 'un chained to him; for the live 'un 
was so near dead that they couldn't be bothered to unship 
his chains and cast him loose, so the sharks had 'em both !' 

*That must ha' bin when you was prisoner aboard that 
pirate. Bill. Pitch us that 'ere yam again; it's worth 
hearin' twice.' 

Bill obeyed, and Jack listened with a vague, unaccountable 
feeling that he was somehow interested in this story; but 
the narrator spoke so low that our hero could only catch 
a word here and there. At length, the seaman raised his 
voice as if in strong excitement. 

*And when they tied him up to be tprtured, we all 
shivered as if 'twas ourselves instead ; and Abraham Wilstow 
— that old white-haired chap that I was a-tellin' yer about 
just now — sings out to him, quick and sharp, like a man 
in pain; "Stand firm, John — stand firm!" And so, sure 
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enough, he did stand firm, until he died ; and he died like 
a man, if ever anybody did yet. I tell ye, lads, if so be 
as we had saints in our church, same as they Popish chaps 
have in their'n, that man ought to be a saint to-day ; and, 
sure enough, he did seem to have the mark of a saint, like, 
for right here, in the middle of his forehead, there was a 
scar that made the sign of the cross, as plain as the sun 
in the sky.' 

Just then he was startlingly interrupted. 

No one had taken much heed of Jack as he lay behind 
them, or noticed how intently he was listening. But at the 
last words he leaped to his feet as if at the touch of a spring, 
and burst into the listening circle, with such a wild excite- 
ment in his pale face and flashing eyes, that the startled 
sailors drew back in amazement, not wholly unmingled with 
fear. Springing toward the story-teller, he seized him by 
the arm, and said, or rather gasped : 

* What was that you said this minute V 

* Why, what 's wrong with you, mate f asked the astonished 
seaman, who, evidently supposing that our hero had suddenly 
gone mad from the blow on his head, thought it best to 
speak soothingly. 'I didn't mean no harm: I only said 
as how that chap as them pirates tortured had a cross-shaped 
scar on his forehead.' 

*Do you know his name?' asked Jack, in a scarcely 
articulate voice. 

*Ay, I remember it, 'cause it rhymes to Scarborough, the 
place I come from. His name was John Narborough.' 

*I thought as much!' said Jack, despairingly. *Poor 
mother was right, sure enough.' 

*Why, whatsomdever d'ye mean, ladl' asked an older 
man, in tones of rough sympathy. *What has Bill's yarn 
got to do with you, or your mother either V 

* My name 's John Narborough too,' answered Jack through 
his clenched teeth, * and the man that those pirates murdered 
was my father !' 
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PROWLERS BY NIGHT. 

K'S outburst was followed by a murmur of 
aff pity from the hardy fellows around ; and 
11 Cleaver, who had told the story — a smart, 
easant-faced young sailor from the east of 
igland, little older than Jack himself, though 
matured by suflfering and danger — held out his hard, brown 
hand, saying kindly : 

*Mate, I'm right sorry to have brought ye such ill 
news ; but if you *d been aboard that 'ere corsair, and seen 
what a dog's life we led, you 'd have thought your dad lucky 
to git clear of it, even by running into the port of death. 
He's safe in heaven's own harbour now, where no storm 
can't reach him any more; and if you're anyways the 
same sort o' man as he was, you and me must be friends, come 
what may.' 

Jack Narborough himself, when he began to recover from 
the shock of this sudden confirmation of his worst fears, felt 
the truth of his new messmate's rough consolation. He 
warmly grasped Cleaver's hand, and would have spoken ; but 
the strain of this sudden exertion and this terrible news was 
too much for his enfeebled frame. His head reeled, and he 
would have fallen had not a strong hand upheld him. 

*Poor lad I' said Captain Steel, compassionately, 'that's 
worse than I bargained for ; it might well knock him over, 
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weak as he is. You 11 have to look after him for some time 
yet, Mary.' 

The captain'8 wife — a handsome and very sweet-looking 
woman, about the same age as Jack's own mother — nodded 
assent, and, bending over the exhausted lad, said tenderly : 

* My poor boy, / must be your mother now, till you get 
back to your own.' 

* And I '11 be your brother,* cried a laughing voice 
behind, 'and Dolly will be your sister, and old Dad 
shall be your father, and so you '11 have a family ready made, 
like that man in Portsmouth, who, seeing painted up, 
" Families supplied to Order," went in and ordered a wife 
and eight children !* 

Narborough looked up wonderingly, and saw for the first 
time a face which was destined to figure very strangely in the 
drama of his eventful life. 

Beside him stood a short, sturdy, dark-haired lad of seven- 
teen, in the dress of an English sailor, active and supple as a 
panther, with a world of mischievous fun brimming over his 
bold sun-burned face, and sparkling in his large hazel eyes. 
He looked, in fact, just the sort of boy to whom snow-balling 
a cross old gentleman and taking out an open boat in the 
teeth of the wildest gale would be equally * tiptop fun ;' ready 
to fight a man one minute and shake hands with him the 
next, and as incapable of spite or meanness as of fear. 

Jack guessed already who he must be, for his attention had 
been caught by the words, * Dad shall be your father,' and he 
suddenly recalled the seaman's boast of having a captain who 
let his own son serve before the mast. This, then, was 
George Steel ; and our hero looked with some curiosity at his 
new friend, who was gazing with equal interest at him. 

But just then a terrific yell drew all eyes to the forecastle, 
where they belield a very strange and startling spectacle. 

The ship's cook, for whom the captain had just sent, was a 
cross-grained old North-country man, who, though his cooking 
was admirable for that time and place, was no favourite with 
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the crew. He had many queer ways of his own — in which he 
persisted despite any amount of ridicule — and one of the 
queerest was his inordinate attachment to a pair of enormous 
Turkish slippers, which he had picked up for next to nothing 
in some Levantine port. 

Their cheapness was their sole recommendation, for not 
only had they lost their colour, hut they were too large even 
for old Sam Sargent's platter-like feet, and gave him a shuffle 
suggestive of a hear learning to dance. Hence, when he went 
into his 'galley' (kitchen), where he required to move nimhly 
among his pots and pans, he kicked off the trouhlesome orna- 
ments at the door, in true Oriental fashion ; hut he never 
dreamed of appearing on deck — and least of all in the captain's 
presence — without his cherished slippers, which a waggish 
sailor, in hiting allusion to their shape and the constant 
stumhles which they entailed upon their wearer, had nick- 
named * North-country Flounders,* 

Hearing that Captain Steel wanted him, the cook thrust his 
hare, grimy feet into his slippers — which lay just outside the 
galley door — and essayed to shuffle aft But something 
seemed to clutch him with an iron grasp, fairly pinning him 
to the spot. Struggle as he might, he could not stir, his feet 
heing held as if by a man-trap. 

'Help, messmates!' he howled frantically; * I be be- 
witched !' 

'I say, mates!' cried a sailor, 'old Sam's took root in 
the deck, and he 's a-goin' to blossom out into soup-kettles and 
fryin'-pans !' 

* Bewitched so-o-oles !* sang out another, imitating the cry 
of a fish-hawker. 

'Galley ahoy!* shouted the impatient captain; 'are you 
going to be all day coming aft, cook?' 

'Icanna budge!' yelled poor Sam, in desperation ; 'I be 
tumin' into a stone stattey, or else I be struck parrot-ticklish ' 
(by which extraordinary compound honest Sam probably 
meant * paralytic '). 
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In saying he could not move, Sam could not be taken 
literally, for every part of his convulsed frame was writhing 
like a speared eel ; but all in vain. He seemed actually rooted 
to the deck, as if, indeed, under a spell. 

*It's my Vlief he's got the plague,' said an old seaman, 
shaking his head gloomily ; * them as has it always dies from 
the feet upwards /' 

At this comforting suggestion, the ill-starred cook — to 
whom the explanation appeared only too probable — made a 
grimace as hideous as if he had just swallowed a live cock- 
roach. 

By this time half the crew had gathered round the * be- 
witched ' man, half laughing and half uneasy ; but nobody 
ventured to approach him, till the captain himself, as much 
puzzled as any one by Sam's extraordinary proceedings, burst 
into the ring, crying : 

'Is he in a fit or what? He must be looked to at once, 
if there 's anything wrong. Catch hold of him, some o' ye, 
and bring him along.' 

*Ay, ay, sir,' chorused the sailors, seizing the unfortunate 
Sam in an iron grasp. * Heave-oh ! yo-heave-oh !' 

At the last * oh,' a mighty tug wrenched poor Sam bodily 
away from the spot to which he seemed glued, and the 
famous Turkish slippers were torn clean in two, the foreparts 
flying yards away, while the heels remained fixed to the 
deck. 

7^671 the explanation became apparent. A large nail had 
been driven through each slipper-heel into the deck, right up 
to the head!* 

Amid the roar of laughter that followed this discovery, 
Jack Narborough, who had crawled forward to see what was 
going on, shot a keen glance at George Steel, in whose eyes an 
almost imperceptible twinkle of mischievous fun sparkled for 

* A similar trick was played by a late Russian Minister of War (from 
whom I heard the story) upon one of his teachers in a military school at St 
Petersburg.— D. K. 
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one moment and was gone ; but not before the captain's quick 

eye had caught it. 

'George,' said he, sharply, *do you know anything of this?' 
Like his great American namesake, George couldn't tell a 

lie ; and he answered at once : 

* / did it, father, to pay him out for tellin' you tales of my 
havin' stolen his plums when I 'd never touched 'em ; but if 
I 'd thought the old chap 'ud take it so to hearty I 'd rather 
have been rope's-ended all round the ship !' 

*Well, my boy,' said his father, more mildly, *Im glad 
you 've spoken out like a man, for anybody that hasn't the 
manliness to own it when he 's wrong, ain't a man at all — not 
to my mind. But it wasn't good to go plaguin' this poor old 
chap. If he w a bit short-tempered, he 's old enough to be 
your grandfather, and it was a shame to spoil the shoes that 
he 's so proud of.' 

* So it was, Daddy,' cried the boy, frankly ; * and I '11 go and 
make it up with him this minute !' 

And, stepping up to the luckless cook, who, what with his 
fright, and what with the loss of his beloved slippers, had 
sunk helplessly against the bulwarks as if his last hold upon 
life had given way, George held out his hand, and said 
heartily : 

* Master Sargent, I 'm proper sorry to have played ye such 
a trick. I give ye my word I '11 ne'er trouble you more ; and 
the first port we touch at where there 's any slippers to be 
got, I '11 buy ye a new pair, better'n them ye 've lost.' 

This frank apology from the captain's own son before the 
whole crew, the unwonted compliment of being addressed as 
* Master Sargent,' and, above all, the enticing prospect of a 
new pair of slippers finer than the last, quite melted the 
crabbed old fellow's heart. He met the proffered hand with 
a hearty grasp, and peace was made on the spot 

Next morning, Narborough, who, though still weak, was 
wonderfully better after his night'^ rest, hastened to question 
Bill Cleaver about his father's end and Bill's own adventures 
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aboard the corsair. The young sailor readily told all he knew, 
and soon brought in the name of * Bob Brooke.' 

*Bob Brooke!' echoed Jack. *D'ye mean a youngish 
chap with a red beard from Avonmouth, who belonged to a 
Bristol trader, the Sally Snmo V 

* That 's he ; I remember him well. He sat next oar to 
mine, chained to old Abe Wilstow, the chap as encouraged 
your father when them villains tortured him. Did you know 
himr 

' Ay, that I did. Me and Tom were artalkin' about him 
the very night you picked iis up, and wondering what had 
become of him.* 

' Then you knowed as fine a fellow as ever stepped !' cried 
Bill, warmly; 'and if there had been four more like him 
aboard, we 'd ha' took the ship from them pirate lubbers, and 
given 'em their allowance all hot. When they cut-throat 
Moors killed your father, me and Bob tried our hardest to 
break loose and help him ; and Bob, he up and fetched one 
o' the rascals a lick with the slack of his chain that knocked 
seven bells out of him, and all but got killed himself in doin' 
it' 

*Well done!' cried Narborough, with sparkling eyes;*I 
only wish / had been there.' 

' You 'd ha' done yer share o' fightin', I '11 be bound,' said 
Cleaver, eying him approvingly ; * but never mind — we 're safe 
to fall in with some more o' them rogues afore this voyage 
is over, and then you and me '11 teach 'em what an English 
cutlass tastes like. But you was axin' 'bout Bob. I only 
wish I could answer yer ; but they drafted us all into different 
ships arter that, and I never saw him nor Wilstow more. 
But our Turk was took soon arter by a Maltee cruiser, and we 
was all set free — leastways, all as wasn't killed by the shot 
durin' the fight.' 

The next day Jack was pronounced convalescent ; and the 
first thing he did, little thinking that he was opening a new 
chapter in the naval history of England, was to enrol himself 
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among the crew, to the high glee of Tom Robinson, and the 
great satisfaction of Bill Cleaver, \?ho at once constituted 
himself our hero's crony. But Narborough speedily became 
a favourite with the whole crew; for it was afterwards 
remembered that, even at this early stage of his marvellous 
career, the future conqueror seemed always to exercise a 
powerful influence upon all with whom he came in contact, 
and to take the lead as a matter of course. 

Nor had he long to wait for a chance of showing what stuff 
he was made of. The Lion — as Captain Steel's brig was called 
— was not clear of the Bay of Biscay, when the breeze that 
had helped her across it died away, leaving her becalmed, 
while the older seamen shobk their heads, and muttered that 
this weather was * too quiet by half.' 

Their forebodings were speedily justified, On the second 
night of the calm, the sun set red and angrily in a rising 
bank of cloud, while the glassy sea was agitated by a slow, 
sullen heave, like the breathing of a slumbering giant. 
When the moon rose, she was blurred by a ghostly haze; 
and the breeze that sprang up suddenly, just before mid- 
night, strengthened so rapidly, that the captain gave orders to 
* strip the yards, and make all snug aloft and alow.' 

The precaution came none too soon; for by daybreak it 
was blowing *half a gale,' which increased to a whole one 
before noon, driving the poor Lion right out into the open 
Atlantic, where for three days she was tossed about like a toy 
by the storm, not a gleam of sunlight being visible. 

All this while Mrs Steel and Dora were imprisoned in the 
stifling Uttle cabin aft, for to venture on deck was impossible. 
Several of the men themselves narrowly escaped being swept 
overboard; and the brig, though as seaworthy a vessel as 
ever swam, barely held her own against the battering waves 
that came thundering over her deck, crash on crash, in one 
fierce unslackening cannonade, while the howling and shriek- 
ing of the gale through the skeleton rigging overhead, the 
roar and hiss of the bursting billows, the ceaseless rattle of - 
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chains and blocks, the creaking and groaning of the strained 
timbers, the hoaree shouts of the boatswain, and the heavy 
trampling of the crew along the deck, made a maddening 
din. 

On the third evening, just as the pale gray dimness of the 
sullen sky was darkening into the deeper shadows of night, 
the wind suddenly chopped round to the west, stirring up a 
cross-sea which threatened to swamp the hard-pressed brig 
outright. At the same instant a frantic shout of warning 
was heard from the * lookouts' at the bow, and there was 
barely time to jam the helm hard down and bring the LioTfUs 
head up to the wind, when a large ship, apparently coming in 
the opposite direction — the shock of whose collision would 
have sent the poor little brig to the bottom like a stone — 
swept by so close, that for one moment every spar and stay of 
her rigging, and even the haggard faces of her crew, were all 
terribly distinct, and then gone again as if they had never 
been. 

Just then a tremendous sea struck the brig full on her 
starboard bow, smashing in the strong bulwarks like pie- 
crust, and thundering down upon the forecastle in one great 
waterfall. At the same moment a terrific crash was heard 
overhead, and a voice shouted hoarsely : * There goes the fore- 
topmast !' 

*Cut away the wreck!' roared Captain Steel; and he 
sprang forward as if to lead the way. But before he could 
reach the spot. Jack Narborough, axe in hand, was half-way 
up to the foretop, with Cleaver and Kobinson at his heels. 
Others followed, and in a trice the broken topmast was float- 
ing away to leeward. 

*Now, lads,' shouted the captain, *be smart and clap a 
plank or two over that hole in the bulwarks, or we '11 be all 
awash.' 

But, instead of obeying, the men stood motionless and 
downcast ; and one old gray beard said, with a gloomy shake 
of his grizzled pate : 
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*No use noWy yer honour — toe^ve se^d the Flyin' Dutch- 
man/^ 

*And 'twas just as she passed us/ added another, 'that 
that 'ere sea struck us, and our topmast went, and left us 
crippled. It 's all up, mates ; we '11 never sight land 
again I' 

So deeply, indeed, had that superstitious panic sunk into 
these hardy souls, whom no earthly peril could have shaken, 
that neither their native courage nor their devotion to their 
captain could rouse them to an exertion which — doomed to 
certain destruction as they thought themselves — appeared 
absolutely useless. But Mark Steel was fully equal to the 
occasion. 

* Why, my sons,' cried he, cheerily, * what rubbish is this 
you're a-talking? Every man that knows anything, knows 
that the Flyin DutchmarCs cruising-ground is off the Cape, 
and he mustn't budge from it so long as the world lasts. 
D' ye s'pose he can start off on a pleasure-trip whenever he 
likes? If he could, he'd have run home to Holland long 
ago; and you hrww he's never showed his nose there. 
Besides,' he added, pointing to a tiny gleam of pale light to 
windward, *you can see for yourselves that the gale's 
breakin', whereas if it had been the FlyirC Dutchman that we 
sighted, it stands to reason it 'ud have blown ten times 
harder.' 

To any seaman of that age, such arguments were convinc- 
ing. The men brightened up at once, and went to work as 
heartily as ever. Meanwhile the gale began to abate, and a 
sudden squall of rain was hailed as a good sign by the older 
men, one of whom quoted impressively : 

First rain and then wind, 
Topsail-sheets and halliards mind ; 
Firat wind and then rain, 
Soon you can make sail again.' 

By the next day the gale had sunk to a steady breeze from 

D 
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the northwest, and, the sun coming out at last, Captain Steel 
was able to calculate his position, and consider what port he 
could most quickly put into for repairs, it being evident that 
repaired the brig miLst be. 

A few days later. Jack, coming on deck at sunrise, saw 
along the southern sky a great wall of purple mountains, 
ending to the westward in a huge, dark, pillar-like headland, 
against which the restless waves were bursting in vast spouts 
of glittering spray. 

* That 's Cape Spartel, mate,' said Cleaver ; * and this is the 
coast o' h'Afriker. You'll see it closer soon, for we're 
a-goin' to put into Tangier.' 

Sure enough, that afternoon they anchored beneath the 
sheltering hills of Morocco, and Jack gazed in wondering 
delight at the finest view that he had ever seen. To the 
north and east lay outstretched in endless panorama the 
beautiful coast of Spain. Far as the eye could reach, the 
sunny Andalusian hills surged up against the clear blue sky, 
dappled with dark foliage and crested with tiny white 
villages. Midway along the far-extending line, the southern- 
most town in Europe, Tarifa — which, from the payment of 
dues there by passing vessels, has given its name to our 
modem 'tariff' — thrust out its white Eastern-looking houses 
and stern gray rampart into the smooth bright sea ; and the 
prospect was closed by the lion-like outline of the mighty 
rock of Gibraltar — still Spanish, but destined within fifty 
years to become English once and for ever — frowning defiance 
at the opposite shore. To the south the long procession of 
African mountains towered up in a boundless alternation of 
living green, pale yellow, gorgeous purple, and sombre gray; 
while in the foreground the blue shining sweep of Tangier 
Bay, framed in curving hills, lay like a vast mirror ; and on 
the western side of it rose the shining domes, and tall spear- 
pointed minarets, and white flat-roofed houses of the ancient 
Moorish fortress, girdled with a huge, grim, dark-gray wall, 
over which the flag of Portugal fluttered defiantly, while the 
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steel pike-heads of the Portuguese sentinels, as they tramped 
to and fro along the ramparts, glittered hrightly in the cloud- 
less sunshine. 

Shrewd as he was, our hero was no prophet ; and little did 
he dream that, harely eight years later, Tangier would be 
transferred from Portugal to England, as the marriage portion 
of the Portuguese bride of King Charles IL, who was now a 
homeless exile in Holland. And just as little could he fore- 
see the strange events which were so soon to give to that 
obscure African town an imperishable name in history. 
Beneath its walls a handsome young English lieutenant, 
named John Churchill, was to make his first upward stride in 
that wonderful career which filled the whole world with the 
terrible renown of the Duke of Marlborough. Samuel 
Pepys, whose charming Diary still has a place in all 
English libraries, was to reside there as a government 
official; and its last British commandant was to be that 
ferocious Colonel Kirke, whose savages of the * Tangier 
Regiment ' were to quench in blood the Duke of Monmouth's 
feeble rebellion in 1686, and to write with fire and sword 
across the whole breadth of western England the dreaded 
name of * Kirke's Lambs J * 

Not till next day did Jack get a chance of going ashore in 
this strange place ; and when he did, he was so much taken 
up with the wonders of the town itself — its narrow, crooked 
streets, and tall, windowless houses, its graceful palm-trees, its 
deep tunnel-like archways, and its eddying crowd of gray- 
mantled Moors, bare-limbed negroes, white-turbaned Arabs 
from the Desert, broad-hatted Spaniards with handsome 
brigand-like faces, dapper little Portuguese soldiers, laden 
donkeys, striding, camels, curtained litters, and veiled women 
swathed in ghostly shrouds — that the sun was already low 
ere he got out into the open country beyond. 

He had gone but a little way along the sea-cliff, and was 

* The part of Taunton where these ruffians did their worst is still known 
as ' Tangier.' 
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enjoying the first African sunset that he had ever seen, 
when he was stopped short hy a strange spectacle. 

In the very edge of the cliff upon which he stood — 
evidently cut hy human hands — there was a curious niche or 
cleft, altogether not unlike a rocky arm-chair, a resemhlance 
heightened hy a projecting ledge or rih of rock all round 
it, ahout half-way down, which would just serve as an elbow- 
rest for any one seated in the niche. 

Coming closer to this singular object, Jack perceived that 
the whole surface of the rocky platform behind it was seamed 
with similar niches, all six or seven feet long by three deep 
and two wide, all lying due east and west, and all alike 
characterised by the same shape and the same curious rock- 
ledge around the interior. 

'These must be tombs* said Narborough, *and that arm- 
chair at the end 's just one of 'em broken in half by the 
fallin' away o' the rock.' * 

Such was indeed the case ; and Jack would have been even 
more interested, had he known that these were the tombs of 
the Phoenician mariners who visited these shores thousands of 
years ago, and for whom this rock-cut grave on the brink of 
the ocean which they loved was such a resting-place as they 
would have chosen. 

But the sinking sun warned him that it was time to think 
of getting aboard, and he was about to scramble out of the 
tomb into which he had descended, when a tall figure — 
which, though its face was concealed by the hood of its long 
gray Moorish cloak, seemed by the flowing white beard to be 
that of an aged man — emerged upon the platform only a few 
yards away. The new-comer spread a small square carpet 
upon the ground, and then, standing upon it, turned his face 
eastward, and began to pray after the Mohammedan fashion, 
kneeling down ever and anon and touching the earth with his 
forehead. 

* Sixteen of these singular relics still exist, and were as complete as ever 
when I visited them some years ago.— D. K. 
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Narborongh had been bred to hate and despise all * heathen 
Turks ;' but something in the old Moslem's aspect and bearing 
impressed him in spite of himself. 

* After all/ he muttered, * the old chap 's sayin' his prayers, 
and I s'pose he thirika he 's right ; so I Ve no call to disturb 
him/ 

But apparently some one else hady for just then arose 
cautiously from the bushes behind the old man two tall, grim- 
looking negroes, who crept silently forward, with no good 
intentions toward the kneeling Moor, judging from their 
stealthy motions and uplifted knives. 

Another moment, and all would have been over; but, 
quick as lightning. Jack sprang out of the tomb with a lusty 
shout, and, seizing a large stone, hurled it, with unerring aim, 
into the savage face of the nearest rascal, knocking him down 
like a ninepin. 

His comrade, scared by Jack's sudden 'rising from the 
grave,' paused for one instant, and that instant saved the old 
Moor's life. Jack flew right at the throat of the second 
robber, and, bringing into play the wrestling-trick which had 
overthrown * Fighting Mat,^ sent the ruflSan down on his back 
like a shot. 

Till then the threatened man had not condescended to take 
any notice of his assailants, continuing his devotions as calmly 
as if accustomed to be attacked by robbers every night. But 
now — having ended his prayer — he rose slowly, and, standing 
over his discomfited enemies, threw back his hood. 

There was still light enough to reveal in all their majesty 
features worthy of some grand old Hebrew prince of the elder 
world. But, had the face disclosed been that of a demon, it 
could scarcely have had a more crushing effect upon the 
brigands, who staggered back as if from a blow, muttering in 
tones tremulous with horror : * The Sower /' 

*Yes, the Sower!' answered the Unknown, in a voice so 
stem and commanding, that even bold Jack felt awed. 
*Have you dared, ye unsainted dogs, to lift your hands 
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against the messenger of Allah ? Begone ! This once I spare 
you ; but if ever ye presume to molest me again, it shall be 
worse for you than if ye had never been born !' 

The rufl&ans slunk away like beaten curs, without daring to 
utter a word ; and the stranger turned to Narborough, and 
seemed to ask him some question with great earnestness in 
Arabic. 

Jack, ignorant of the language, could only shake his head in 
sign that he did not understand ; and the Moor repeated his 
question in broken Portuguese. 

Luckily, our hero — who never lost a chance of learning 
something new — had picked up a smattering of Portuguese 
from his former friend, Bob Brooke, and had added to it 
among his shipmates during the voyage from England. He 
was therefore able to make out that the stranger was asking 
who he was, and replied that he was a *marinheiro Inglez' 
(English sailor). 

*So!' cried the old man, bitterly, in his own tongue, *an 
unbeliever has saved my life, when they who call themselves 
Moslems would have taken it ! Well may the True Faith 
give way before its enemies, when such traitors are among 
the followers of the Prophet. Take this,' added he in 
Portuguese, placing in Narborough's hands a small string of 
coloured beads ; * and when men shall ask thee who gave it, 
say : " He who Soweth the Seed." Forget it not ; " He who 
Soweth the Seed." ' 

And, repeating the Arabic name with emphasis, as if to 
impress it upon his hearer, he turned and vanished like a 
ghost, leaving Jack motionless from sheer amazement, which 
would have been greater had he foreseen how the value 
of that gift was to be made known. 
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CHAPTEE V. 

TWO FAMOUS MEN. 

H the lowering sky and drizzling rain 
eak spring morning in 1655, a gaunt, 
[ man, in tattered sailor-garb, came burst- 
h the fierce impatience of one to whom 

^ _ioment was precious, through the crowds 

that eddied along every street of the City quarter of London, 
little dreaming that within ten years that noisy, bustling 
district would lie empty and desolate, save the rumble of the 
horrible * death-carts ' of the Great Plague; or that, a few 
months later, every house between London Bridge and Temple 
Bar, and even the tall square tower of Old St Paul's itself, 
would be swept from the earth by a roaring sea of fire. 

London was then a very different place. Sheep grazed on 
smooth green meadows where Paddington Station now stands. 
Islington was a quiet country village, from which adventurous 
sportsmen tramped to shoot woodcocks on the ground now 
covered by the stately houses of Regent Street. In the midst 
of St James's Square, dead cats and dogs lay festering amid 
heaps of cinders and cabbage-leaves. Belated foot-passengers 
were robbed every night in the lonely fields around Chelsea 
village. Lincoln's Inn Fields, then an ugly wilderness of 
dust and dirt, was beset by a perfect army of filthy and 
clamorous beggars ; and great scholars were taking * garden- 
houses ' in Aldersgate Street, on the site of the present Metro- 
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politan Eailway Station, *to enjoy the quiet and seclusion 
which every studious man loveth.' A single bridge, adorned 
with the bleaching skulls of criminals executed for high- 
treason, spanned, or rather blocked, the Thames. Fleet Ditch 
still poisoned the air with its accumulated filth, and a perfect 
torrent of black puddle-water was rushing down the steep 
slope of Ludgate Hill. 

But, though not very tidy, the old city was undeniably 
picturesque. In days when so few men could read, the 
various shops were distinguished, not by lettered inscriptions, 
but by brightly-painted signs. Gilt lambs, black eagles, open- 
mouthed fishes, blue boars, spotted bulls, white doves, ram- 
pant lions, ran along either side of the narrow, crooked streets, 
in endless procession; and the tall, antique wooden houses, 
with their projecting fronts overhanging the street, their 
peaked roofs, carved cornices, quaint gable-ends, and deep, 
arched, tunnel-like porches, foiined a picture which any Italian 
painter would have loved to copy. 

Nor were the figures of the panorama less striking than 
their background. The gloomy rule of the Puritans had 
indeed closed all places of public amusement ; and the great 
nobles, whose coaches and six, embroidered coats, and liveried 
lackeys had formerly been one of the 'sights' of London, 
were now sulking at their country-seats, and secretly longing 
for the restoration of monarchy. But mingled with the crowd 
of sturdy English burghers were portly Flemish merchants, 
grave Genoese bankers, thin, long-bearded, dark-eyed Jews 
— who, banished by Edward I. nearly four hundred years 
before, had just been recalled by Cromwell — and even the 
shining black faces of a few negroes from West Africa. 
There, too, were the swarthy Lombard goldsmiths and money- 
lenders, who have given their name to Lombard Street, and 
their national crest of three golden balls to every pawnbroker ; 
and tall, sinewy, black-haired peasants from the valleys of 
Switzerland and the sunny hills of Savoy, forced into exile 
by papal persecution. Altogether, there was plenty to look 
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at ; but the sailor took no more notice of it than if he had 
been blind. Fighting his way through the throng, he 
pressed onward till he reached the gate of "Whitehall Palace, 
and went straight up to it, undaunted by a look of stem 
amazement from the tall, rigid, sour-faced sentinel, who, armed 
with a clumsy old-fashioned musket, fired by a lighted match, 
was pacing slowly up and down in front of the deep, shadowy 
entrance. 

* Is the Lord Protector within V panted the stranger. * I 
want to speak with him at once !' 

* And who art thou, fellow, who speakest with such scant 
respect of His Highness the Lord Protector V asked the soldier, 
reprovingly. *Give heed to thy tongue, lest it bring thee 
mischief. And as for thine errand, be it what it may, thou 
canst not see His Highness now ; for of a truth he is greatly 
exercised with affairs of state, and may not be spoken with.' 

'And I tell you I mtist speak with him !' cried the sailor, 
in a tone of such frantic desperation, that even the iron 
sentinel was startled. * It 's the lives of Englishmen that are 
hanging upon it, d' ye hear ? They 're being tortured and killed 
like dogs while I'm talking here. For God's sake, let me 
in ! If Cromwell be the man I take him for, 7ie won't stand 
and talk while English blood's being shed like water by 
heathen Turks !' 

*Thou art right, friend,' said a deep voice behind him; 
* if any Englishman hath had wrong, be assured it shall be 
well requited.' 

Both men started and turned round; and the reckless 
sailor felt awed for the first time in his life. 

There was nothing graceful or heroic in the thickset, clumsy 
figure of the stout elderly man before them, or in his broad, 
coarse face, disfigured by a thick red nose and a large wart 
above the right eyebrow. But there lurked a nameless some- 
thing in that stem gray eye and iron mouth, which would 
have told the most careless observer that this was no common 
man. Not was he ; for his name was Oliver Cromwell 
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'Ephraim,* said the Protector, turning to the sentry — a 
veteran who had fought by his side through many a hard 
battle — * thou art a good soldier, but a bad porter. Know'st 
thou not that he who would rule a nation must be approach- 
able by every one that belongeth thereto V 

* But the congregations of evil men seek after thy life to 
take it away,' objected the musketeer, who evidently suspected 
this impetuous sailor of being one of those disguised assassins 
from whom Cromwell was in constant peril ; * and it is written, 
"His words were softer than butter, yet had he war in his 
heart."' 

* It is written likewise,' answered Oliver, in a tone of mild 
but firm rebuke, " He shall deliver the needy when he crieth, 
the poor also, and him that hath no helper." God forbid 
that I should let harm happen unto the least of these our 
brethren, through any fear of risk to mine own self. — Friend, 
whoever thou art, follow me !' 

So saying, he led the wondering seaman down a long 
passage, and into a small bare room, beside the one narrow 
window of which stood a plain writing-table, and two or 
three high-backed oaken chairs. In one of these Cromwell 
seated himself, and motioned his companion toward another. 

The sailor sank heavily upon it, as if his strength was 
spent ; and Oliver, noticing this, stopped him as he was about 
to speak. 

* Ere thou tellest me aught, thou shalt eat and drink ; for 
thou art faint and weary, and hast been in captivity among 
the heathen.' 

And in a trice the tired man found himself seated before a 
platter of cold beef and a flagon of strong ale, to which he did 
ample justice. Cromwell waited patiently till his strange 
guest had finished, even encouraging him to continue till his 
hunger was fully satisfied. Then the Protector bent forward, 
and said in a quick, imperious tone : ' Now, tell thine 
errand.' 

But this was no easy thing for the honest tar. Though he 
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had come so boldly to the palace, yet now, when he found 
himself alone with the most powerful man in Britain, and 
was called upon to make a communication to him upon which 
hung thousands of English lives and the dignity of England, 
the cool courage which had never failed him in his countless 
perils forsook him altogether. 

* Your honour — I mean Your Highness,' he faltered, twisting 
his tattered cap nervously. 

*Tell thy tale plainly, man,' said Cromwell, encouragingly; 
* thou speak'st neither to " His Honour " nor to " His High- 
ness," but to plain Oliver Cromwell, an Englishman like thy- 
self, and one to whom the life of every Englishman is dear as 
his own. How art thou called V 

* Bob Brooke of Avonmouth, an 't please you — fo'mast hand 
aboard the Bristol trader Sail]/ Snow, eastward bound. We 
was took by one o' them Tunis pirates, 'bout fifty miles sou'- 
west of Malta ; and arter the scrimmage was over, all of us 
as were worth takin', they took 'em ; and all as wam't, they 
murdered 'em in cold blood ! ' 

A close observer might have seen Cromwell's strong hand 
clench itself at the last word, till the sinews stood out like 
cords ; but his massive features remained unmoved. 

*What I suffered, and what I saw Christian folk suffer, 
aboard that 'ere heathen pirate,' continued Brooke, * wouldn't 
be good for you to hear, nor for me to telL This much I can 
say, if we could only ha' broke loose, we 'd rather have jumped 
overboard and all died together, than have borne one more 
day of it. We did pretty nigh break loose one evening, 
when them Turks was a-torturin' one o' my mates to death — 
an Englishman, too — 'cause he wouldn't turn traitor and help 
'em with their villanies ; and / fetched one rogue a lick over 
the head with my chain, that ought to have killed him. It 
didn't, though,' added he, regretfully; *but that wasn't my 
fault. Sitch a crack would have done for any decent 
Christian chap, but it wam't enough for a thick-skulled 
heathen.' 
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'Verily, friend,' said Oliver, smiling grimly, *I doubt not 
the fault of his surviving lay with him rather than with thee. 
So your attempt failed!* 

*Ay, that's just wot it did,' growled Bob. *The Turks 
fired their pistols amongst us at haphazard, and killed one 
man and wounded two more, and beat the rest of us down ; 
and they gave us sitch a floggin' all round next morning as 
we didn't forget in a hurry. But we had better luck afore 
long. One night there was a big feast aboard, and nobody 
troubled their heads to look arter us, thinkin' we were safe 
and fast So I kep' watch for the boatswain, a big ugly 
blackamoor, who carried the keys of our chains at his belt ; 
and as he came past, I jumped up and caught him by the 
throat, and dashed his head agin a ring-bolt, so that he never 
spoke more. Then we took the keys and cast loose our 
fetters, and up we all jumped, every man grabbing whatever 
weapon he could git a-hold of ; and by sunrise there wam't 
a Turk left in the ship.' 

*So perish all workers of iniquity,' said Cromwell, with 
stern approval * And what did ye next V 

* Well, you see, we was all so flustered with the fight, and 
the gittin' free again, that we 'd clean forgot to haul down the 
Turkish flag. And it was lucky we did forget it ; for just as 
we were gittin' things ship-shape, what should heave in sight 
but a Maltee cruiser, with a lot o' them Knights of St John 
aboard. At the first glimpse of the Turkish ensign, down she 
came upon us like a shark after a burning ship ; and when 
they heard what we 'd done, there wam't nothin* aboard their 
ship half good enough for us.' 

*0f a surety my heart yearns toward those Knights of 
Malta,* said Oliver, * when I hear of their great deeds against 
the heathen. Truly they have done good service to Christen- 
dom, and 'tis pity such mighty men of valour should be 
blinded by Popish idolatries. — But go on with thy tale, good 
fellow. What befeU next V 

' Why, arter that, them Maltee Knights took us aboard and 
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gave us food and drink, and rigged us out in whatever clothes 
they could lay hands on ; and if the clothes warn't very ship- 
shape, they were good enough for men as hadn't had ne'er a 
rag to their backs for months and months.' 

* Which of these three,' muttered Cromwell, *was neigh- 
bour unto him that fell among the thieves ? Be they idolaters 
or no, verily these Papists are not far from the kingdom of 
God.' 

* Then they took the old pirate in tow, and brought her 
safe into Malta. And when we got there, the Maltee folks 
were as good to us as they were to St Paul, and kep' us like 
admirals till an English trader put in there, homeward-bound 
to Lun'non. So she took aboard us that was English — the 
rest bein' mostly Spaniards and Dutchmen — for she was short 
of men, and glad of a few more hands. And when we *d got 
clear of the Straits, and had our bow pointed for home, I 
vowed the minute I set foot ashore in England I'd come 
straight to Your Honour, to tell you what mischief them 
heathen Turks are playing, and ask you to help the Christian 
folk that they 're a-murdering by inches.' 

Cromwell was silent and thoughtful Then he looked up, 
and asked with stern emphasis : 

* Friend, saidst thou that those pirates tortured an English- 
man to death before thine eyes?' 

*Ay, that they did; and it was the blackest job I ever 
looked on !' 

* Tell me, then, all that passed,' said Oliver, leaning forward, 
as if to make sure of not losing a word. 

Briefly and simply, but in words of terrible force, Brooke 
related John Narborough's sufferings and heroic death. Crom- 
well heard him without sound or movement ; but, as he ended, 
the stout staff which the Protector held snapped like a reed. 

* As the Lord liveth,' he cried, *even as this staff is broken 
now, so shall the pride of the heathen who have shed the 
blood of God's saints be broken ere many days are past. Go 
to ! Shall these creatures who call themselves kings draw the 
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sword to take vengeance for an affront to their own pride and 
vainglory, and shall not the servants of the Lord draw it to 
avenge innocent blood ? What ho ! who waits without ? 
Send hither my secretary straightway !' 

A few minutes later a man entered, at sight of whom 
Brooke — although far from guessing that he was looking upon 
one of the greatest men who has ever lived — felt as powerfully 
affected, though in a different way, as at his first meeting 
with Cromwell. 

The new-comer was of middle stature and slight frame ; his 
dress was of the plainest Puritan fashion ; his face, though 
still bearing traces of the beauty for which he had been 
famous, already wore the sickly hue of chronic ill-health; 
and his soft brown eyes had a worn, weak look, presaging all 
too truly the blindness that was to fall upon him a few years 
later. But the grand and rather severe calmness of his noble 
features, the quiet dignity of his bearing, and the sudden 
flash of stem energy which broke ever and anon through this 
assumed composure, impressed the rough seaman so deeply, 
that he instinctively rose and saluted the stranger as if the 
latter had been an admiral 

* Master John Milton,' said Cromwell, * I have sent for thee 
on an errand which will, I warrant me, be welcome to thee. 
Thou hast written goodly verses, touching the cruelties of the 
ungodly against the remnant of God's saints in Piedmont and 
Savoy, for the putting down whereof we have been an un- 
worthy instrument in the hands of Him unto whom be all the 
praise. Thou shalt now write me some plain prose on the 
same theme, that he who runs may read. Sit down quickly, 
and write as I dictate.' 

!Milton seated himself at the table, while Cromwell, striding 
to and fro like a lion in his den, dictated to him the famous 
despatch that history has preserved as a lasting memory for 
every Englishman. 

Meanwhile, Brooke listened in silent astonishment to Crom- 
well's clear, concise, practical directions to get instantly ready 
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for sea tho naval squadron at Plymouth; and he wondered 
even more at Oliver's perfect familiarity with the condition of 
each ship, and the exact amount of stores, ammunition, guns, 
and men that she could carry. 

* Old Noll had a head on his shoulders, though he wouldn't 
let King Charles's head stay on his'n,' Bob used to say, when 
describing this memorable interview. * Bless you, he knowed 
all the p'ints of every ship in that 'ere squadron, as if he 'd 
sarved his time aboard her; and when he began to dictate 
that there letter, that preachifyin' way o' talkin' that he 
started with was all gone, like morning mist, and he spoke out 
short and sharp, every word soundin' like a shot, till you 'd 
ha' took him for a captain a-givin' his orders in the face o' 
the enemy ; and when his eyes lighted up, and he shut that 
there bulldog mouth o' his'n, there was a look about him as 
would have led a flock o' sheep to battle ! I tell ye, lads, that 
to see him and hear him that day was as good as the sight o' 
land to a homeward-bound vessel, when the last biscuit 's in 
the locker, and the last drop in the cask. Folks may call the 
old chap what names they plejuse, but he was a marty every 
inch of him.* 

Milton's ready pen speedily completed the despatch, to 
which Oliver affixed his large, bold signatui'e, and sealed it 
with his own official seal. Then Milton added this super- 
scription : 

* For the hands of his Excellency, Admiral Robert Blake, 

Presently lying in Plymouth Harbour, 

These, with speed.* 

*Kow, friend,' said Cromwell to the wondering sailor, *thy 
work is done ; for this despatch shall be sent straightway by 
a swift messenger, who will not tarry until he give it into the 
hands of Admiral Blake.' 

That renowned name told Brooke that his mission had 
attained its object, and that the might of England was 
aroused to defend his suffering comrades, 

E 
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CHAPTER VI. 

PALLING AMONG THIEVES. 

< L, Jack,' said George Steel to Narborough, 

they leaned over the brig's side, on their 
meward voyage from Smyrna, 'you've 
ought us luck this voyage, and you've 
en pretty lucky yourself. First and fore- 
most, you 've sent word to your mother by that homeward- 
bound trader that you're alive; then you've made more 
money than if you 'd stayed kicking your heels ashore ; and, 
thirdly, you 've been adopted as a son by Mohammed II., or 
whoever your friend " He-who-Soweth-the-Seed " may be.' 

*I wish I could find out who he is. He looked like a 
king, every inch of him; and those niggers at Tangier 
couldn't have been more afraid of him if he 'd been twenty 
kings boiled down into one. Then there was that Turk 
chap that we met on the hills above Smyrna. You remember 
how, the minute he caught sight of this thing ' — tapping the 
chain, which he still wore — *he knuckled down to it as if 
it had been Mohammed's great toe ; and when we told him 
it was given us by " the Sower of the Seed," he bowed like 
any French dancing-master, and guided us back to the town 
himself, quite civil.' 

*And a good job for us that he was so civil; for if he 
wasn't a robber, I never saw one. — But what's Dolly sing- 
ing?' 
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Dora, seated a little aft, was entertaining herself with 
an old Spanish ballad, relating the woful end of a noted 
Asturian robber, and had just reached the point where, when 
led out to be hanged, he entreated his parents to see him 
decently buried : 

And fifty masses daily 

Be said for his sours release ; 
For, if they did not grant his prayer. 

He couldn't be hanged in peace. 

* Where did you get that song, Mistress Dora V asked Jack, 
who had picked up enough Spanish to follow the general 
sense of this moral ditty. 

* I learned it from that Spanish lady I told you of, who 
was with us last voyage but one. We took her aboard at 
Venice, to go to Malaga ; but on the way she fell sick, and 
mother nursed her until she was well again ; and when she 
landed, she cried, and blessed us, and gave father and mother 
a lot of money, and gave rm that gold chain I 've shown 
you, with her name on it, * Seraphina del Pulgar ; ' and she 
said we must all come and see her in Spain some day, at 
a place called Val — Val — something beginning with "Val," 
I know; I remember it made me think of a box of dolls, 
because it was something about a doll and a lid.' 

*Valladolid, perhaps.' 

* That 's it — ^Valladolid. She taught me to speak Spanish 
quite well, too,' added the little lady, proudly; *and if 
father touches at Gibraltar, you'll see how I'll talk to the 
people. — But there 's mother calling.' 

And away she flew,, while, in unpleasant contrast to her 
clear bell-like tones, the growling voice of Tom Barrett, the 
oldest seaman aboard, was heard from the forecastle. 

'Couldn't be the FlyirC Dutchman, you says, 'cause we 
got safe into port arter sightin' her? Why, Bill, you talks 
like a fool ! What d' ye call * port,' eh ? Tangier and Smyrna, 
I s'pose ? Well, Tangier 's a Portigee harbour, and Smyrna 's 
Turkish ; and neither o' them counts for a \i^ English wessel. 
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nohow. Wait till we gets safe and sound into a h'English 
port, my bo', and then you can talk ; but you '11 have to 
wait a goodish bit, I take it Afore we sight Old England 
agin — ^if ever we do sight it — we '11 have a good spell o' bad 
luck some way, mark my words !' 

*Did you ever hear such a croaker?' said George aside. 
* He 's always prophesyin' bad luck, and I '11 be bound he 'd 
sooner see us all drowned to-morrow than have his precious 
prophecies turn out wrong. But I don't believe a word 
of it!' 

But although he didn't believe a word of it, Master 
Greorge was unusually grave and silent all that day. 

Despite the old growler's forebodings, however, all con- 
trived to go well. They passed Cape Bon and the mouth 
of Tunis Bay, without seeing any sign of a pirate. They 
coasted along the Algerine seaboard unmolested — they left 
Algiers itself behind — and still nothing went wrong; till 
at length, when the distant coast of Spain began to show 
itself like a dim blue cloud on the starboard bow, even the 
superstitious cook plucked up courage enough to defy Barrett's 
predictions, and to tell the prophet of evil that * when they 
came into Plymouth Harbour safe and sound, he'd look 
as silly as a ha'porth o' treacle in a two-gallon jug.' 

* Sail on the weather-bow !' cried the * lookout' 

Captain Steel, who had just come on deck from *a good 
caulk' (sleep), after several wakeful and anxious nights, 
strained his eyes in the direction indicated; but at that 
distance he could only see that there was a vessel in sight, 
without being able to distinguish her character. 

* Masthead ahoy!' he hailed, after a pause during which 
all eyes were bent upon the stranger ; * d' ye make her out f 

'Colours don't show out werry plain, sir, but they looks 
like Spanish.' 

'Spanish — and comin' from the nor'ard,' muttered the 
captain. * That looks all right, but there 's no harm in being 
sure. Masthead there ! How 's she heading %* 
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* S W. by W.,' answered the lookout. 

' Makin' for the Straits, then, like ourselves,' mused Steel, 
* and in a hurry, too, for she 's crowdin' all sail. I 'U go 
up and have a look myself.' 

Up he went, and looked long and earnestly at the 
stranger. 

'Spanish bunting at the peak,* muttered he, *but that 
craft hasn't got the lines of a Spaniard, and IVe seen too 
much of false colours to judge a chap by his bunting. I 
don't much like the looks of her; so we^U crack on all 
sail too.' 

He gave orders accordingly, and away went the Lio7i 
under a full press of canvas. But, although an unusually 
fast sailer compared with the ordinary vessels of that age, 
she had met her match for once. The sun, which had just 
risen when the strange sail was sighted, climbed gradually 
up the sky, and still the stranger was there ; nay, she 
appeared to be gaining a little. 

* Seems to me she 's shapin' a course to head us off from 
the Spanish shore,' said Steel; 'and if that's so, she's a 
pirate, let her fly what bunting she will. We'll soon find 
out, anyhow. Lay her half a point nearer the wind I* 

The brig's course was altered as he directed, so that she 
seemed to be running right toward the coast; and, a few 
minutes later, the stranger was seen to alter her course in 
such a way that she meant to get between the Lion and 
the shore. 

*I thought as much !' growled Steel. *Up with your own 
flag, you Turkish thief ; it 's no good your playing doubleface 
any longer. Clear away for action, boys; we'll show them 
lubbers what- Englishmen are made of !' 

The crew answered with a loud hurrah, and went to work 
as briskly as if preparing for a dance. But while getting 
ready for action, the brig kept on her course toward Gibraltar 
with all the speed she could make ; for Steel meant to get 
as near the coast as possible before the fight began, in the 
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hope that the sound of the guns might bring to his assistance 
some passing trader or Spanish ship of war. 

But in this he was reckoning without his host. The com- 
mander of the corsair — for such she was — either penetrating 
Steel's design, or impatient to make sure of his booty, 
suddenly altered his course so as to take advantage of a 
shift of the wind, and bore down upon the brig, still, how- 
ever, keeping his Spanish ensign flying, to delude any passing 
Spaniard into the belief that a Spanish vessel was being flred 
upon by an English one. 

A puff of smoke from the pirate's side — a loud bang — 
the * whoosh ' of a heavy shot through the air — and a gaping 
rent was seen yawning in the lAon^s foresail. 

But the Englishman seemed to disdain reply. Steel saw 
that both in number of guns and weight of metal he was 
inferior, and therefore determined to let the pirate come 
within easy range, and then, if possible, cripple her at once ; 
for if she could run alongside and board — a corsair's usual 
mode of attack — they would have little chance against her 
superior numbers. 

A second and a third gun spoke out from the pirate, doing 
no damage beyond cutting some of the brig's cordage, and 
tearing her canvas. Not a man was touched, for the crew, 
obedient to orders, had lain down upon the deck, grimly 
biding their time. 

Robinson felt his heart beat quicker at the whiz of shot 
and rending of canvas just above his head; for, brave as 
he was, and filled as his short life had been with perilous 
adventures, this was the first time he had * smelt powder;' 
and to remain still under fire is always trying to a young 
fighter. 

Far otherwise was it with Narborough. He had but one 
thought — that he was at last face to face with the ruffians 
who had tortured and murdered his father ; and to his fierce 
impatience it was maddening to be forced to lie still and 
listen to the firing without striking a blow. 
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' Now, lads !' roared Steel, suddenly, *let 'em have it !' 

Bang went all the six guns of the Englishman's starboard 
broadside at once, and everything vanished in a whirl of 
hot, stifling smoke. 

When the wind blew aside the cloud, the English 
could see that they had done a good deal of mischief; but 
just then the Moor let fly her broadside in turn, and the 
"billowy smoke swallowed everything once more. 

Near as the two vessels now were to one another. Moor 
and Englishman alike were forced to aim almost at hap- 
hazard into the thick of that impenetrable mass of bluish- 
white vapour, above which the tall masts of the unseen 
ships stood out against a cloudless sky. 

But still the fight went fiercely on, and, even though fired 
at random, every shot told at that close range, as was terribly 
clear from the ceaseless crash of shattered spars and shot- 
torn bulwarks, amid the sulphurous cloud. 

Every now and then, a sailor would miss his comrade at 
the gun which he served, and, looking round, would see 
the latter dead at his feet ; but he went on sponging, loading, 
ramming, and firing, as methodically as ever. Though falling 
fast, the indomitable Englishmen, gasping, choking, bruised, 
bleeding, with inflamed faces and bloodshot eyes, fought 
stubbornly on. 

And if they fell fast, their assailants fell faster. Upon 
the corsair's crowded deck their fire made a havoc which 
cowed even the fierce Tunisians. Already a third of their 
crew lay dead or disabled, and the 'Christian dogs' were 
unconquered stilL Nay, who could say whether, with the 
coast of Spain in sight, some other Christian vessel might 
not come up and render the whole struggle fruitless, or 
even assail them in turn ? Plainly it was time to end this 
useless slaughter by boarding the brig, and crushing these 
stubborn foes by sheer weight of numbers. 

Captain Steel, foreseeing such an attempt, had himself taken 
the helm, and his skilful management twice foiled the pirate. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



72 FALLING AMONG THIEVES. 

But, at the third attempt, an unlucky shot from the corsair — 
passing so close to the stout captain as almost to knock him 
down with the wind of it — smashed the LiorCs steering-gear 
at the critical moment. The brig swung helplessly round, 
the pirate ran aboard of her, the fatal grappling-irons clutched 
her, and a wave of wild figures, bare brown limbs, flashing 
weapons, and dark, lean, wolfish faces, came surging over 
her deck ! 

To Jack Narborough — who, cutlass in hand, was the first 
to meet the swarming assailants — all that followed was like 
the confused horror of a nightmare. He had a vague con- 
sciousness of hewing with all his strength at an ever-shifting 
swarm of grim visages, dimly seen through shadowy smoke — 
of hearing shrill Moorish yells mingling with lusty English 
shouts and the sharp crackle of firearms — of seeing poor old 
Barrett fall dying at his feet, murmuring with his last breath, 
*I said we'd never see Old England again!' And then 
came a lull in the hideous uproar, and he found himself 
leaning against the bulwarks, sick and faint, but unwounded, 
and mechanically clutching in his strained fingers the hilt 
of a broken cutlass, while, a few paces ofi^ the Moors — fear- 
fully diminished, but still outnumbering the English — wei-e 
preparing for another rush. 

Jack had barely time to wrench a fresh cutlass from the 
stiflened hand of a fallen man, when the rush came; and 
then all was a wild welter of hand-to-hand fight, blows falling 
at random, and death coming blindly, none knew whence 
or how. The Moors were getting the better, when Sam 
Sargent, having rummaged out a huge blunderbuss, and 
loaded it with a dozen bullets at once, suddenly fired it right 
into the thick of them, killing one pirate and wounding 
three more. 

This was poor Sam's last exploit^ for at that instant a 
pistol-shot laid him dead. But his intervention had told, 
and the rush paused once more. 

It was only for a moment, however, and then on came 
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the Moors again. Their leader rushed upon Captain Steel, 
hoping to end with his fall the resistance which was costing 
his own men so dear. But as they met, Geoige sprang 
between, and received on his head the stroke aimed at his 
father's. Down he went, as if struck by lightning; but 
the next moment Jack Narborough's cutlass was buried in 
the Moorish captain's body. 

His fall dismayed the pirates, who began to give ground ; 
but the second in command rallied them, and led them on 
again. 

Just then Narborough saw with unspeakable horror that 
Mrs Steel, quitting the cabin, was at her husband's side. 
He looked round for Dora, who was nowhere to be seen; 
but that her mother was fully determined to share the captain's 
peril to the utmost, and, if need were, to die with him, was 
only too plain. 

Jack sprang toward her, but just then the pirates made 
their final rush, and he found himself cut off from his 
comrades, and assailed by three men at once. Another 
instant, and all would have been over ; but the now Moorish 
leader, who knew what such a slave would be worth, shouted : 
*Take him alive !' 

This was not so easy, for Jack, remembering what he had 
heard from Cleaver, was resolved to die rather than be 
plunged into the earthly hell of Moorish slavery. But all 
at once, Kobinson, who had sprung to his friend's assistance, 
threw up his arms with a sharp cry, and fell backward, 
dragging down Jack in his falL 

Ere the latter could rise, two Arabs secured him, while 
a yell of triumph from the corsairs, followed by a sudden 
silence, told that the victory was theirs at last. 
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PARTED. 

T their victory was dearly bought. Their ship 
was sorely damaged, their captain killed, their 
first mate badly hurt; while of seventy-four 
Moors, only twenty-eight survived, several of 
whom were wounded. Well might the new 
Tunisian commander curse the obstinacy of the 'Christian 
dogs/ as he glanced from the shattered rigging and shot- 
pierced hull of his vessel to the lowering sky above him, 
the gathering clouds of which were fast blotting out the 
red and stormy sunset. 

But there was no time for vain anger, with imminent peril 
staring them in the face. Apart from the coming storm, any 
moment might bring upon them some Spanish cruiser, against 
whose attack they would be helpless in their crippled state. 
The only thing to do tvow was to secure at once the booty 
for which they had paid so dear, and then be off home- 
ward. 

The first idea of Yoosoof Ibn Yakoob, the new commander, 
was to transfer the lAorCs cargo to his own ship, burn or 
scuttle the brig, and get back to Tunis as fast as possible. 
But this transfer would be a labour of hours for his few and 
weary men, and he had not even minutes to spare. More- 
over, it would not be easy to find room for fresh plunder 
aboard the corsair, already laden with the spoils of other 
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prizes ; and so swift and seaworthy a vessel as the Lion was 
not to be lightly abandoned. A few minutes' reflection 
decided the pirate to carry his prize into port with him, if 
human skill could do it. 

The first thing was obviously to secure the prisoners. 
Finding Captain Steel and his wife lying insensible, the corsairs 
carried both aboard their own ship, as prisoners of value. 
The Englishmen who strewed the deck, dead, dying, or too 
badly maimed to be marketable, were flung into the sea; 
while those who seemed likely to live, and be worth money, 
were transferred to the pirate. 

To quicken this task, the Moors unbound and pressed into 
the service Cleaver and Narborough, the former being but 
slightly wounded, and the latter quite unhurt. Cleaver 
seemed greatly cast down at finding himself once more in the 
power of those ruflBans from whom he had already suffered so 
grievously, and worked very slowly and sullenly. But Jack 
— who seemed bent upon gaining the good opinion of his 
new masters — did his work with an alacrity which drew 
a look of wondering approval from Yoosoof himself. 

Narborough suddenly saw, to his joyful surprise, his 
crony Kobinson, whom he had thought dead, sitting up and 
looking round him. In fact, the bullet that brought him 
down had merely grazed the side of his head, stunning him 
for the time, but inflicting no injury beyond a trifling 
scratch. 

A sign from our hero brought Tom at once to his side, 
and a few whispered words set him to work as energetically 
as Narborough himself. 

Suddenly Jack espied an Arab bending over the body 
of George Steel, and evidently preparing to fling it overboard. 
He instantly darted to the spot, remembering Tom's un- 
expected revival, and thinking that George too might be 
only in a swoon. 

Sure enough, he found the body still warm, and could 
feel the heart beating; and, pointing this out to the over- 
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zealous Arab, he made signs that the unconscious lad should 
be carried aboard the Tunisian vessel, repeating twice, with 
great emphasis, the Arabic name applied to his comrade by 
the Levantine Mohammedans; 'Ibn I^akhudah!' (son of 
the captain). 

Yoosoof, happening to pass just then, heard and confirmed 
Jack's suggestion by a direct order from himself. 

But even this did not satisfy our hero, who shrewdly 
reflected that, amid the universal hurry and confusion, some 
other Moor who had not heard the command might throw 
the helpless lad overboard. A sudden thought struck him, 
and, as he lifted George's head, he contrived to slip on to 
the boy's neck the chain given him by the mysterious Arab 
at Tangier. 

* When the rogues see that,^ said he, * they '11 think twice 
about chucking him overboard !' 

Many a precious decoration, many a vaunting title, has 
been given for deeds far less heroic. But so little did this 
brave lad dream that he was doing anything fine or unusual 
in giving up to his comrade the one safeguard of his own life 
against these merciless foes, that all thought of this noble 
self-sacrifice passed from his mind the moment it was accom- 
plished. 

An hour later, just as utter darkness set in, the preparations 
were complete. The decks had been cleared, the prisoners 
secured aboard the corsair, the wreckage hacked away, and 
just as much sail set on both vessels as it would be safe 
to carry if the storm came ; and Yoosoof was about to cast 
off the grappling-irons which still held the Lion to her 
conqueror, when the Tunisian boatswain, who had been put 
in charge of the captured brig, leaned forward over her side 
with a troubled face, and cried: 'Commander, are these 
thirteen all the hands that thou canst spare %* 

* What more wouldst thou have ? Knowest thou not, son 
of a burnt father, that I have but fifteen left for our own 
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craft? and tioenty were none too many to work her, with 
such clouds to windward !' 

* But I tell thee that to give me thirteen men to handle 
yon craft — a larger one, thou eeest, than our own — is as if 
one should hid me hale the sea dry with a date-husk ! With 
one hand at the helm, hut twelve will remain to work the 
ship, whereof two have heen hurt. Call'st thou thai enough?' 

Yoosoof meditated. He was too good a seaman not to 
feel that the boatswain was right; hut he had spoken the 
truth in declaring his own vessel undermanned with a crew 
of fifteen. Moreover, if the English prisoners — all of whom 
were aboard the corsair — should attempt to rise upon them, 
every man of those fifteen would be worth his weight in 
gold ; and yet it would be hard to lose the prize for which 
so much blood had been spilt, through the want of a few 
extra hands. What was to be done ? 

All at once his eye fell upon Narborough and his two 
comrades, who were helping briskly to clear away the last 
remains of the wreckage; for even the once sullen Bill 
suddenly began to work with astonishing zeaL 

The Moor's gloomy face brightened. Here was the very 
thing — ^three brisk lads, seemingly willing to do any work 
required of them. Moreover, having belonged to the brig, 
they would be more apt at handling her than his own men. 
With these recruits added to the IA(yn!8 crew, she would 
do well enough. 

*I will give thee these three,' said he to his colleague; 
' they are stout fellows, and work well Moreover, the fewer 
prisoners loe have to guard with our weak crew, the better ; 
whereas thou hast little to fear from three unarmed boys 
among fourteen armed men. Take them aboard straightway.' 

And thus Narborough, Cleaver, and Robinson found them- 
selves again aboard their own ship. Then the grapples were 
cast off, and the two vessels, keeping close to each other, 
proceeded on their way. 

*D'ye really think we've any chance, Jack?' whispered 
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Bill, as they bestirred themselves over the work to which 
Hussein Ali, the boatswain, lost no time in setting them. 

' I 'm sure we have. Just wait till some o' these chaps go 
below, and then we'll have our libert}'', or die for it !' 

*/'m game/ rejoined Cleaver; 'I'd sooner die twice over 
than go back into that 'ere slavery agin ! Jist tell me what 
to do, and I *11 do it.' 

* And so will I,' added Robinson. 

Even in the darkness, it had not escaped Jack that the 
pirate vessel — a much swifter craft than the Lion, and less 
damaged by the fight — was fast leaving the brig behind. 
This was one point in their favour in this desperate game ; 
and Narborough was not slow to appreciate it 

It was now nearly ten at night. The moon had not yet 
risen, and the storm-clouds made the sky black as pitch, 
though the expected tempest was still delayed. The breeze 
was dying away, and, having but little sail set, they went 
slowly. 

And now the lAorCs new captain made his dispositions 
for the night. It was obviously advisable to let some of 
his exhausted men rest while they could; for should the 
storm burst, every hand would be needed. He therefore 
picked out the four freshest among his thirteen Moors, one 
of whom was sent aft to relieve the helmsman, and ordered 
the nine others below. 

As Hussein Ali was giving his orders. Bill gave a start, 
and whispered : 

'Jack, I thought I knowed the cut of that rascal's jib; 
and if I didn't, I 'd not forget his voice. He 's the chap as 
had charge of us aboard t' other pirate, and he had a hand 
in murderin' your father.' 

*Ah, indeed?' said Narborough, grimly; *I'll remember 
that.' 

Eight persons were left on deck — namely, the Moorish 
steei*sman, right aft; Hussein Ali himself, beside the main- 
mast; our three lads, standing near him, awaiting further 
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orders; and three Moors on the forecastle — two keeping a 
lookout, while the third was lighting and hoisting the mast- 
head lantern, a duty which, with true Oriental heedlessness, 
had been neglected till now. 

During the momentary bustle, Jack had drawn a little 
apart, and was examining, by the dim light of the binnacle 
lantern, every part of the deck immediately around him, 
as if wishing to imj-^ress its minutest details upon his memory. 
"While thus engaged, a sweet voice beside hira whispered 
softly: *Jack!' 

Though proof against all earthly terrors, Jack was open 
to those of superstition; and to be suddenly addressed by 
a voice, which seemed to speak in his very ear, though no 
living thing was to be seen, startled him sorely. 

*Jack, dear!' said the voice again; and this time there 
could be no mistake. He did hear it, and it was that of 
Dora Steel ! 
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A FIGHT IN THE DARK. 




jHIS recognition did little to steady Jack Nar- 
borough's shaken nerves; for a genuine ghost 
could scarcely have startled him more than 
this salutation from a person whom he sup- 
posed miles away aboard the corsair. 

* Is that you, Dora V whispered he. 

*Yes, it's me/ answered the voice, which issued from 
among the casks behind the after-deckhouse. 'Mother put 
me in here, and told me to stay still till she called me ; and 
she 's never called me, and I 've been here ever since. May 
I come out? I 'm so terrihhj cramped !* 

* Not just yet, darling ; keep as quiet as you can. These 
Moorish thieves have took the ship, and father and mother, 
and the rest ; so Bill and Tom and I are going to knock 'em 
on the head, and take the old craft back again !' 

Honest Jack spoke as confidently as if he had fifty men 
at his back, and Dora, accepting his assurance in perfect 
good faith, said simply: *And when you have taken the 
ship, may I come out?* 

*Yes, pet; I'll call you myself. lie close — here's one 
of the rogues now.' 

The warning was just in time, for at that moment up 
came Hussein Ali, who, though luckily ignorant of Dora's 
presence, thought it strange to see Narborough standing 
there unoccupied and alone. 
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*Dogi' growled the savage, *why stand*st thou idlel Go 
help thy fellow Kafirs [infidels] to haul the inain-trysail-boom 
to larboard,* or I 'U send a bullet through thy unbelieving 
skull r 

And he struck the English lad savagely on the head. 

Jack received the blow with apparent submission, but 
his English blood boiled so fiercely, that nothing save the 
thought that all now depended upon his own self-command, 
kept him from striking the ruffian dead on the spot. With 
clenched teeth and flashing eyes, he joined his comrades, 
while Hussein Ali stood on the gunwale to direct their move- 
ments, clutching a stay to keep himself from falling over 
the side. 

When Jack saw him take this position, his eyes lighted 
up as if at a new idea ; and he Whispered something to his 
companions, ending thus : * When I sing out " AU together," 
mind !' 

All three hauled with a will, and, encouraged by a volley 
of coarse abuse from Hussein Ali, were bringing the boom 
round in good style, when Narborough shouted : * All together, 
now P 

At that moment some apparently accidental awkwardness 
of Cleaver and Eobinson caused the boom to swing violently 
outward, striking Hussein Ali full in the chest, and knocking 
him overboard without a cry. 

* Now, Bill,' said Narborough, seizing an iron belaying-piii, 
and handing one to each of his comrades, *you creep alt 
and settle the steersman, while Tom and I clap the hatches 
on these chaps below ; and then we '11 tackle the gang on 
the fo'c'stle.' 

The steersman's position kept him from seeing or hearing 
what was going on, till Cleaver started up at his side, and 
one stroke brought him down. 

But, in that dead silence, the one wild cry that burst 
from him came plainly to the three Moors at the bow. They 

* The term *port,' as a substitute for ' larboard,' is quite a recent inTention. 

F 
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shouted, but there was no reply; and their suspicions flew 
straight to the truth. 

* Treachery !' yelled all three. * Kill the Christian dogs !* 
And they came racing aft, dagger in hand, just as Jack 

and Tom Kobinson had * battened down ' the hatches, thus 
imprisoning the pirates below. 

Tom and Jack were instantly engaged with two of the 
corsairs, while the third was just about to stab Narborough 
from behind, when two tiny hands clutched his uplifted arm. 
Before the Moor could free himself, Jack, having disposed 
of his first assailant, whirled round and laid the second 
ruffian dead with a crushing blow. Tom despatched his 
man with equal dexterity, just as Bill came panting up to 
their assistance — and the deck was their own. 

* Why, Dora ! what are you doing here V said Jack to his 
gallant little rescuer, who, trembling with excitement, clung 
to him as if to assure herself that he was really safe. 

* I 'd got so stiff and cramped among those barrels,' answered 
the child, 'that I felt as if I really mtLst get up for one 
minute; and then, when I saw those horrid men come 
running to kill you, I ran as fast as I could to save you.' 

'And well youVe done it,' cried Jack, kissing the little 
heroine's round cheek ; * if it hadn't been for you, dear, that 
sneaking blackamoor would have had me, after all !' 

The bodies were tossed overboard, and then Bill, stepping 
forward, touched his forelock to Narborough, and said with a 
grin : * Any orders, cap'n V 

*Well, if I'm captain,' said Jack, *the first thing is to 
see them lubbers below don't break loose; they seem to 
be try in' at it.' 

He was right One or two of the pirates below who were 
still awake, alarmed by the scuffling overhead, aroused their 
comrades ; and all nine made a rush for the deck. Finding 
the hatches closed, they guessed the truth, and began to pound 
at the woodwork with whatever instruments they could lay 
hand on. 
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But the resolute Englishmen were not to be so easily 
foiled. Quick as thought, they dragged on to the hatch 
heavy spars, coils of rope, casks, &c, so that even if the 
Moors cut through the planking, they would still be impris- 
oned securely. 

*Now, mates,' said Captain Jack, * let's have a bite of 
somethin', for we Ve got some tough work afore us, and we 
shall want all our strength.' 

A hunt through the cook's galley brought to light some 
salt beef and ship-biscuit, which the hungry quartette — who 
had not tasted food for many hours — speedily devoured. 

*I've lashed the helm amidships,' said Bill, *so the old 
craft won't yaw from her course much afore we've done, 
unless that blackamoor's ghost jumps up and casts off the 
lashings.* 

It was a strange picnic, out there on the lonely sea, amid 
the gloom and silence of midnight, with a storm lowering 
overhead, and a band of bloodthirsty pirates struggling to 
break forth under their feet; but the daring lads ate as 
heartily as if at a merry-making on shore, and even cracked 
some rough-hewn jokes upon their good luck in having 
*nine niggers below, o' purpose to wash-up when they'd 
done.' 

The meal was not a long one ; but, before it ended, poor 
little Dora — who had hitherto borne up most womaniiiWy 
against the fatigues of this eventful day — was asleep from 
sheer exhaustion, with her golden head pillowed on Nar- 
borough's knee. 

Jack lifted her tenderly in his strong arms, and, having 
carried her to the cabin, came hurriedly back. 

* Now, boys, let 's put the ship about, sharp ! Here 's a breeze 
comin' at last. It's from the nor'-east, too, which is just 
what we want to shove us along toward the Straits.' 

* If there ben't too much of it,' muttered Cleaver, glancing 
meaningly at the inky sky. 

Light as the brig was, it was not easy for so small a crew 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



84 A FIGHT IN THB DABK. 

to get her head round ; but they did it at last, and then Jack, 
taking the hehn, sent Tom forward to look out, and bade Bill 
Cleaver, who was weak from his wounds, lie down and 



It was lucky for poor Bill that he took his rest while he 
could, for he was roughly awakened an hour later, when the 
threatening storm burst in all its fury. Fortunately the 
squall was as brief as it was violent, and although one of 
their few remaining sails was torn clean out of the bolt-ropes, 
like paper, the brig sustained no further damage, and by sun- 
rise all was quiet again. 

*And now,' said Jack, going forward with Cleaver, while 
Bobinson took the helm in turn, ' let 's find out whereabouts 
we are. Bill, you know this Spanish coast better 'n I do ; 
what's the nearest port?' 

' Well,' replied Cleaver, after looking long and steadfastly at 
the splendid panorama of the Andalusian mountains, which 
loomed out to starboard against the brightening sky, ' it 's an 
ill wind as blows nobody good. That 'ere squall 's shoved us 
along a goodish bit the way we want to go. Our nighest 
port now 's Gibraltar ; and we ben't so far off it, neither, but 
what we could git there to-night if this wind holds.' 

* That 's all right,' said Jack. * Just give Tom the course, 
willyerl' 

Cleaver did so, and the Lion went on her way. 

To poor Narborough's anxious mind it seemed as if that day 
would never end ; and this first command of his — though his 
crew consisted only of two lads and a little girl — proved au 
almost unbearable responsibility. Cleaver was visibly failing, 
and Tom almost worn out ; while he himself, not having had 
a moment's sleep during the unparalleled exertions of the 
past day and night, was well-nigh exhausted. Yet he dai-ed 
not close his weary eyes for an instant, lest the imprisoned 
pirates should break out upon them. 

But a still deadlier peril threatened them — namely, the risk 
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that the prisoners, failing to force their way out, might set fire 
to the ship in sheer desperation. Nor did his troubles end here. 
Dora's first inquiry on awakening had been for her father and 
mother and George ; and Jack had been forced to tell her, as 
gently and kindly as possible, what had befallen them. The 
shock of such a revelation, however tenderly conveyed, was 
overwhelming ; and the sight of his little favourite's distress 
was harder for the brave lad to bear than all his other burdens 
together. 

'Don't cry, darling,' said he, smoothing the golden curls 
tenderly with his sinewy hand ; * we '11 have 'em back afore long, 
never fear. Just wait till we git the old brig safe home, and 
then we '11 ship a crew of honest English sailors, and go and 
take father and mother out o' the Turks' claws, and George too ; 
and we'll give them pirate lubbers such a licking as they 
won't forget in a hurry !' 

This promise, and the confident tone in which it was 
uttered, comforted the disconsolate child as nothing else 
could have done. In her eyes, no feat was too hard 
for Jack the Invincible ; and her faith in him was naturally 
heightened by the ease with which he had made good his 
pledge to recapture the brig from the ruffians, who out- 
numbered him five to one. In fact, had he suddenly turned 
the vessel's head toward Tunis, and announced that he was 
going to storm the city, and set free all the slaves whom it 
contained, Dora would have implicitly believed him, and 
accompanied him without the slightest hesitation. She 
brightened at once, and, slipping her plump little hand into 
his, trotted briskly out on deck. 

The three young Crusaders snatched a hasty breakfast at 
their several posts, Dora acting as steward, and carrying 
round the food. Then Bill, who seemed considerably re- 
freshed by his short nap, took his * trick ' at the helm, and 
Jack Narborough, too anxious to sleep, went to the bow to 
watch ; while Kobinson was sent to lie down, which he did 
with his head pillowed on the comer of the main-hatch, so 
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that any attempt of the pirates to break out would rouse him 
at once. 

So, hour after hour, the weary, interminable day wore on. 
Jack bore up manfully until afternoon; but then his over- 
powering weariness began to master him, despite all his efforts. 
Twice over, he caught himself closing his aching eyes, the 
lids of which felt heavy as lead ; and Dora, noticing it, said 
eagerly : 

* Jack, do let me keep watch a bit, while you sleep ; 
you must be terribly tired. You know how sharp my 
eyes are, and I'll wake you the minute I see anything 
coming.' 

* Thank you, dear,' said Narborough, wearily; 'it'll be 
very good of you, for really I can hardly keep my eyes open. 
But be sure you call me the moment you see anything ahead, 
no matter what.' 

And, lying down, he was asleep instantly. 

Meanwhile Tom — now quite fresh after his sleep — kept 
hovering watchfully round the main-hatch ; for it seemed to 
him that, as he passed to and fro, he heard a faint knocking, 
deep down below. 

There it was again! He held his breath, and listened 
intently. 

Yes, there could be no doubt about it ; he did hear a dull 
thump, thump, as if some one were striking a plank with 
some heavy blunt instrument. 

* They 're trying to beat out the bulkhead below, finding 
they can't force the hatch,' muttered Eobinson. * Shall I 
wake old Jack, yonder V 

But a moment's reflection convinced him that such clumsy 
weapons as the entrapped corsairs possessed, could make 
little impression upon the strong bulkhead ; and, in fact, 
the sound began to grow fainter after a few moments, and 
then ceased altogether. He listened long and earnestly, but 
the knocking was not renewed ; and thenceforth there reigned 
* between decks ' an unbroken silence. 
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' They Ve soon got tired of it/ chuckled Tom. ' It 's lucky 
I didn't rouse Jack for nothing.' 

Had he done so, Jack would hardly have objected ; for his 
slumbers, though deep, were anything but untroubled. Wild 
visions of burning ships, hideous faces, threatening weapons, 
mangled corpses, surging waves, and drowning men haunted 
his feverish dreams, till it was quite a relief to be awakened 
by a soft hand passed caressingly over his heated forehead, 
and a silvery voice in his ear : * Wake up. Jack dear. There 's 
a big rock right ahead, and it looks like Gibraltar !' 

Narborough was instantly on his feet, looking keenly 
around him ; for, young as he was, he already possessed the 
power for which he was famous in after-years — that of 
awaking from sleep with * all his wits about him.* 

The sun was already low, and the sunny hills of Andalusia, 
which seemed to have suddenly closed up to the brig, were 
only a few miles away on her starboard bow. The African 
mountains hung like a shadowy blue cloud upon the southern 
horizon, and right ahead loomed the mighty *Rock,' at the 
foot of which a few white spots faintly marked the town 
and harbour of Gibraltar. 

*Now, Tom,' cried our hero, *up with the flag of Old 
England, sharp, and hoist that Turkish rag underneath, so 
as everybody can see we've took a prize from the pirates. 
They Spanish chaps don't like the Moors a bit better'n tee 
do, and the minute they know we Ve given the rogues a 
licking, and boxed up a lot of 'em 'tween decks, they '11 be 
civil enough to us, you'll see !' 

Jack's prophecy was amply fulfilled when they entered the 
roadstead two hours later. A considerable bustle was apparent 
as they approached; and scarcely had they rounded Europa 
Point and hove-to just within the Mole — not having hands 
enough to let go the anchor — ^when an eight-oared boat was 
seen coming off to them, in the stem-sheets of which sat a 
tall man in Spanish uniform, evidently an oflScial of import- 
ance. 
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' Safe at last, thank God ! ' said Narboroiigh, fervently. 

Safe, indeed, they were. In another minute the boat ran 
alongfidde, and the officer called out in Spanish : * What ship 's 
that?' 

Narborough stepped forward to reply; but, being still 
shaky in Spanish, he required a moment, as he phrased it, 
* to get the words on deck.' Before he had time to do so, 
Dora Steel — delighted at this chance of showing how much 
Spanish she had learned from the teaching of Donna Seraphina 
— clambered on to a gun, and, putting her charming little 
face over the bulwarks, answered in her clear childish voice : 
*The English brig Uon^ homeward bound from Smyrna to 
Plymouth and London.* 

The child's appearance caused a titter among the Spanish 
crew ; but, at the vessel's name, their laughter gave place 
to a murmur of surprise. Evidently they had heard that 
name before, and had good reason to remember it ; and there 
was no mistaking the tone of interest in which the Spanish 
officer inquired : 

*If you are English, how is the Turkish flag flying 
aboard V 

* She was taken yesterday by Moorish pirates,' replied Dora, 
promptly ; * but we took her back from them last night, and 
we 've got a lot of them shut up in prison down below.' 

'That's so, indeed, sefior,' added Jack, in his best Spanish ; 
' and you 'd do us a great kindness to send an armed guard 
aboard at once, in case they manage to break loose.' 

* Willingly, sefior,' answered the officer, bowing courteously ; 
for so severely had Spain suffered from the Barbary corsairs, 
that Jack had truly predicted that their capture of the 
Moorish crew would be a passport to the heart of every 
Spaniard. *I congratulate you upon your success: a fresh 
proof, if any were needed, of the courage of your gallant 
nation ; and I regret that I cannot thank the English senorita 
in her own language for her courtesy in speaking in mine.' 

*Well, I otight to be able to speak it,' said the little 
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woraan, obviously complimented, * after all the teaching I got 
from Donna Seraphina del Pulgar.' 

This name was received with a second murmur of astonish- 
ment ; and the ofl&cer asked eagerly : * Did I hear the senorita 
mention the name of the noble lady, Donna Seraphina del 
Pulgar?' 

*To be sure !' cried Dora. ' It was in this ship, you knmo, 
that she came back from Venice to Spain two years ago ; and 
she fell sick, and mother and I nursed her, and she taught 
me Spanish, and gave me this chain, with her name on it.* 

The words were barely uttered, when the officer gave some 
order to his men, four of whom instantly clambered aboard 
the brig, while the other four bent to their oars, and sent the 
boat flying shoreward. 

Half an hour later — during which time the four Spaniards 
mounted guard round the hatch, while Dora, in high glee, 
prattled away to them in Spanish, and asked them all sorts 
of questions — a gilded barge was seen approaching, carrying, 
besides her eight oarsmen, a strong guard of well-armed 
Spanish soldiers. The flag of Spain fluttered jauntily at the 
stem, and amidships was a small curtained pavilion, in which 
sat a tall handsome woman with a Tnantilla of rich black lace 
round her head, and a fine-looking man with a long gray 
beard and moustache. 

As the bai^e came alongside, the old cavalier dofied his 
plumed hat courteously to Narborough, while the lady eagerly 
held out her hands to Dora, who, after one quick glance at 
her, scrambled down the rope-ladder with a cry of joy, and 
was instantly in the arms of her former friend. Donna 
Seraphina del Pulgar. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

THE MYSTERIOUS CHAIN. 

N the memorable night of the Lion^s recapture, 
the crew of the corsair which had taken her 
had no leisure to notice that their prize had 
disappeared in the darkness; for, barely an 
hour after nightfall, the pirate was found to 
be leaking alarmingly, a shot having struck her close to the 
water-lina 

Plainly there was no time to lose. With a muttered curse 
upon the * unbelieving dogs ' who had wrought this mischief, 
the new captain set his crew to plug the hole and get rid of 
the water — a labour utterly exhausting to a handful of men, 
already spent with a desperate battle. Yoosoof now saw that 
if he was ever to reach Tunis, the only chance was to eke out 
the strength of his diminished crew by enlisting some of his 
captives. 

At first sight, indeed, this plan seemed anything but 
hopeful; for, of the few Englishmen who survived, none 
were unwound ed, and the strongest were not in half such 
good case as the three stout lads whom he had sent aboard 
the Lirni, But there was no help for it. With a damaged 
vessel, and a storm blackening overhead, the corsair had no 
time to be particular. 

The English prisoners were huddled together down in the 
ship's waist, hungry, thirsty, cramped by tlieir bonds, and 
with their hurts still unbandaged, for the pirates had enough 
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to do without troubling themselves about them. Yoosoof and 
one of his men went down among them with a lantern, and, 
stirring them up with kicks and blows, singled out three or 
four of the strongest, and, clapping loaded pistols to their 
heads, gave them their choice of helping to work the ship or 
being killed on the spot. 

But no threat was needed. To these poor wretches, any 
change from their present misery seemed a change for the 
better, and all assented at once. 

A little behind lay George Steel, who, being dressed as a 
common sailor, had been thrust in with the others in the 
general confusion, although his recognition as the captain's 
son had availed in the first instance to save his life. 
Happily his thick sea-cap had saved him from any worse 
injury than a painful but not dangerous gash along the crown 
of his head, the smarting of which had aroused him some 
time before, though he was still too dizzy to rise. 

* Is this dog dead V growled the pirate leader, lowering his 
lantern towards the prostrate lad. * Assuredly he lieth like 
one in whom is no life.' 

* If he be dead,' said the other Moor, coolly, * his unbeliev- 
ing carcass is easily cast overboard. Thus may all Christian 
curs perish !' 

So saying, he seized the helpless lad by the breast of his 
jacket, thereby throwing his head back, and revealing the 
mysterious chain of coloured beads — the Tangerine Arabs 
gift to Narborough — which the latter had put round George's 
neck while he lay unconscious. 

Had the fierce Mohammedan laid his hand upon the 
deadliest serpent in Africa, he could scarcely have looked 
more startled. Kor was the efi*ect of this discovery less 
overwhelming upon Yoosoof himself. For some moments he 
stood gazing at the chain with blank dismay; and then, 
catching George by the arm, asked vehemently how he had 
come by the ornament. 

The question was twice repeated ere the wounded boy 
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could rally his reeling senses sufficiently to comprehend what 
was going on ; and even then, he was far too weak to under- 
stand why the chain, which he had last seen on Narborough's 
neck, *should now be upon his own. But the sight of it 
naturally recalled the giver's mysterious title, which he had 
heard Jack repeat so often; and guessing from the pirates' 
gestures, though his words were unintelligible, that the latter 
was asking how the chain had come into his possession, he 
raised himself half-erect, and uttered the formidable name : 
* Ho who Soweth the Seed !' 

These words seemed to put the last stroke to the amaze- 
ment and terror of the two ruffians. They recoiled as if from 
a blow, and stood silent and motionless, staring blankly at 
each other. 

But when they recovered sufficiently to question George 
further, he was no longer able to reply. The sudden excite- 
ment and exertion had been too much for the enfeebled lad. 
His wound broke out bleeding afresh, and he fainted once 



When George regained consciousness, it was daylight, and 
he was lying on a sail upon the poop-deck, with his wounded 
head bandaged, and his father and mother beside him, 
talking in low tones. Evidently the Chain of Mystery had 
worked wonders, not merely for himself, but for them like- 
wise. 

' We 're safe for the present, Mary,' were the first words he 
caught *Geordie's chain seems to be a reg'lar bogey to 
these piratical lubbers, though I can't make out why; but 
that's neither here nor there, so long as it does it. I only 
hope poor Jack Narborough won't pay dear for having 
parted with it ; but, anyhow, I 'm glad our little Dolly has 
him to take care of her.' 

* But what can he do for her, when he 's a prisoner him- 
self?' said Mrs Steel. 

* What can he do ! ' echoed the captain vehemently, though 
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he prudently lowered his voice. * 1 '11 tell you what he can 
do : he can take the old brig back again, and it 's my b'lief 
he vnUy too !' 

'Is there really any chance of that)' asked his wife in 
amazement. 

* Why not ? I heard some o' these blackamoors say there 
waru't more'n a dozen men sent aboard, and they wouldn't 
be all on deck at once. Now, they three lads aren't the 
men to let a dozen greasy Turks keep them long in the 
bilboes ' (fetters). 

* That's true, indeed, mother,' chimed in George. *You 
remember how Jack licked two blackamoors at Tangiers, 
single-handed ; and now he 's got Cleaver and Bobinson to 
back him, two brave lads as ever handled a sheet. If he 
don't get the weather-gage of the heathens somehow, I'm 
a Dutchman !' 

*Ah, Geordie!' said his father, turning quickly, while his 
mother adjusted the bandage on the lad's head, 'I'm glad 
you're awake, for I want to talk to you. It seems to me 
that if 

But here he was interrupted by the approach of a gaunt, 
savage Fezzanee from Murzook, whose left arm, bound up 
in a sling, showed tokens of the recent battle. Coming 
up to the group, he addressed Mrs Steel in that strange 
mixture of Arabic, Italian, and Spanish, which, under the 
name of Lingua Franca^ is to the Mediterranean what 
. * Pigeon-English ' is to China. 

*IVanki hanoom' (European lady), said he, in a tone of 
surly reverence, doubtless due to the overawing influence 
of the Mystic Chain, *our captain would speak with thy 
son concerning this chain which he wears.' 

Holding up her hand as if warning him not to disturb 
the sick boy, the mother completed the adjustment of the 
bandage, and then answered the pirate in the same tongue, 
with which her Mediterranean voyages had made her familiar. 

* The boy is yet feeble, and he speaks not your language. 
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But whatever my son knows, / know; and I will answer 
your captain whatsoever question he may ask.' 

This was evidently what the corsair wanted. His sullen 
face hrightened, and he put a number of searching questions 
about the dress and personal appearance of the man who 
gave the precious necklace, the time and place at which 
it was given, and the exact words that accompanied the 
gift; to all which inquiries Mrs Steel — having heard every 
particular of the story a dozen times — readily replied. 

On one point only did she maintain any reserve — namely, 
the service for which tbe chain had been given. She 
merely said that it had been a most important one, but 
that its exact nature must not be divulged, shrewdly calcu- 
lating that a tinge of mystery in the story would heighten 
its impressiveness tenfold, and one glance at the Moor's 
face told her she was right. 

But, while speaking, she noticed that her grim hearer 
drew in his breath quickly ever and anon, as if in sudden 
pain, and that all his Oriental stoicism could not keep his 
hard features from twitching convulsively. Nor was the 
cause hard to find. The bandages on his wounded arm 
had been so clumsily fastened as to irritate the wound 
instead of easing it, and every movement made the pain 
more intolerable. 

* This bandage is ill placed,' she said, * and doth but make 
thy pain greater. Let me fasten it afresh.* 

* What !' cried the Moor, staring; *will a Christian woman 
care for the hurts of a Moslem, who hath enslaved her 
and her son?' 

*Why not?' answered Mrs Steel, simply. 'The same 
God created both, and in His eyes, Frank and Moslem 
are alike men!* 

This was quite a new idea to the worthy pirate, and 
his fierce Mohammedan bigotry found it hard to digest. 
He made no opposition, however, when the captain's wife 
gently undid the galling bandage and adjusted it anew ; 
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and though he gave her no thanks, the look of relief on 
his iron face told its own story. 

When he was gone, Steel and his son resumed their 
talk;, and the former avowed his resolution to seize the 
first chance of overpowering the pirate crew, who, heing 
now few, and having wounded men among them, might 
be mastered by a sudden assault. 

*And the first thing now, Geordie,' he concluded, *is to 
find out how many o' them Turks we've got to fight, and 
how many Englishmen we can muster to fight *em with.' 

On this latter point, the desired information was to come to 
him in a very unlooked-for way. Scarcely had the three 
captives finished their morning meal — ^brought by a scarred, ill- 
looking negro, who took to his heels the moment he had set 
down the food, as if fearing that they might bewitch him — 
when up came the redoubtable Yoosoof Ibn Yakoob himself, 
who, addre^ing Mrs Steel with a superstitious reverence which 
showed that neither her account of the mysterious necklace 
and its giver, nor her care of the Fezzanee's wound, had lost 
anything in the telling, requested the *Franki hanoom 'to 
exert her wonder-working skill on the wounded English 
prisoners. 

His sudden benevolence seemed a good sign to the captain's 
wife, who little guessed that the charitable corsair's motive 
was to land his prisoners in the best condition, and get a high 
price for them. She hastened to obey, and reported to 
her husband, later on, that ten of the LiorCs crew were 
now on board, six still disabled by wounds, while four, 
but slightly hurt, were helping to work the vessel. The 
strength of the pirate crew she could not learn; but she 
guessed them to be under twenty. 

' Say eighteen,' said Steel. * Then tee 've four fit for action, 
and me and George make six — six against eighteen.' 

* Seven, you mean,' answered his wife. * / can fight, as 
you know ; and I 'd rather be killed by your side than live 
on as a slave 1' 
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* So would I too ; but> even so, it 's long odds against us. 
We'd best keep quiet for a day or two, till some more 
of our chaps get weD, and these Moorish rogues leave off 
suspecting us. But we must do the job afore sighting Tunis 
Bay, for we 'U have no chance ihereJ 

It appeared as if Steel were likely to have time for 
maturing his plans, for during the next seven days the 
corsair made slow progress. ' The wind which helped the 
Ldon into Gibraltar was dead against the pirate, and, damaged 
as she was, with barely hands enough to make or shorten 
sail, her daily average was alarmingly small And on the 
eighth day the wind died away altogether, and she lay 
becalmed! 

Yoosoof grew uneasy. At this rate, the homeward voyage 
to Tunis might last for weeks ; ^and what if he were attacked 
meanwhile by those troublesome Knights of St John, who 
seemed as anxious to fedl in with pirates as other men 
were to run away from them? If so, he would certainly 
be taken ; and, if taken, he knew what he had to expect 

Meanwhile George was mending under the care of his 
mother, who was equally successful in doctoring the English 
seamen; and when the latter began to improve, she trans- 
ferred her ministrations to those Moors who, like the Fezzanee, 
had received painful wounds without being actually disabled. 
The fierce Mohammedans were inexpressibly amazed that a 
' Christian ' should care for the sufferings of men by whom 
she had been so cruelly injured; but they were too happy 
in this relief from their agony to quarrel with the means 
that brought it about 

There was, of course, no medicine-chest aboard, the fatalistic 
Mohammedans being firmly persuaded that if they were 
destined to die, die they must ; while, if fated to live, they 
would live. But even such simple remedies as the captain's 
wife could apply produced effects which seemed miraculous 
to these ignorant savages ; and Mrs Steel speedily acquired a 
reputation for magical skill which made the worthy Captain 
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Yoosoof Ibn Yakoob mentally add a thousand piastres to her 
price. 

Meanwhile Captain Steel had learned that the Moors 
aboard, including their commander, numbered only sixteen ; 
and thus, when the wounded English were fit for action, 
he and George, with their ten sailors, might attack with 
some hope of success. 

George himself, at the suggestion of his father, who wished 
to throw the Moors off their guard before risking the attempt, 
had volunteered to assist in working the vessel ; and although 
the worthy pirates were vastly puzzled at the phenomenon 
of a slave actually offering to work unasked, they made 
no objection. Thus the boy was able, unsuspected, to let 
his messmates know what was in preparation. 

The Steels were now a favourite topic of conversation 
among the Moorish seamen; and had they possessed half 
the powers attributed to them, they would certainly have 
been a most gifted family. 

'Truly Allah in His wisdom hath bestowed mighty gifts 
upon these unbelievers,' said Walid the Fezzanee. * Wonder- 
ful are the works of this infidel woman, who is as great 
a physician as Lokman the Sage. I tell thee, Ibrahim, that 
when my pain was sorest, she did but take off the bandage, 
and breathed on it, and muttered words that I understood 
not, and put it on again — and, lo 1 the pain ceased, the 
bleeding stayed, and within two days mine arm was whole 
and sound.' 

* Afferin I (excellent). She is indeed skilful ; and her son, 
though young, is mighty in war. What think ye, brothers ? 
Our captain, Selim Ibn Abd'allah — upon whose soul be 
peace ! — was a very Antar in strength and valour ; yet this 
boy slew him at a single blow !' 

This credit had fallen to George's share solely from his 
having been found close to the body of the captain, who 
had really fallen by the hand of Narborough. 

*It was the captain's destiny ; who can avert fate?' rejoined 

Q 
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Walid, with the air of one who had satisfactorily explained 
the marvel. *But the lad, assuredly, is one of those magi- 
cians whom neither shot nor steel can wound. My comrade 
Ali saw him smitten on the bare head with a sword; but 
the blade glanced off as though from a helmet of steel.* 

* Nay, friend, thou art in error. The stroke wounded him ; 
nay, it slew him ; but he rose from the dead. Doubtless the 
virtue of the holy chain revived him ; but ye shall hear and 
judge. After the battle I myself went down among these 
unsainted English dogs with our chief, and I saw with my 
own eyes this youth lying dead. But scarce had I laid hand 
on him to cast him into the sea, when lo ! even as my fingers 
touched the chain, life came into him again, and he rose up 
and spake as if nought were amiss ! ' 

* And saw ye not how yon storm fell upon us the very night 
we wounded him, and how, even yet, calms and baffling winds 
do beset us ! Truly that man is bom beneath an unlucky 
star who harms the friends of " Him-that-Soweth-the-Seed." 
Methinks our chief would do wisely to set free these un- 
believers, and rid us of them ere worse befall !' 

Captain Steel, too, had his share of the formidable renown 
which had descended upon his wife and son. The conse- 
quence that he already enjoyed from his courage and nautical 
skill during the fight was heightened by a curious mistake. 
The English seamen had been heard to say that a good part 
of the brig was his, and the pirates, taking this to mean that 
he had partly built her himself, credited him with high skill 
in shipbuilding. 

But although Captain Yoosoof believed as firmly as his men 
in the superhuman gifts of his captives, he was far from 
agreeing that they should be freed before they brought further 
ill-luck upon their captors. Every fresh proof of their sup- 
posed powers only confirmed his resolution to keep them at 
all hazards, and reap a golden harvest from them at Tunis. 
But when the calm was followed by another spell of baffling 
winds, the superstitious Arabs murmured so loudly that their 
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leader was forced to compromise by promising to put the 
dreaded family ashore on Christian soil if the weather did not 
become favourable within two days. 

George Steel and his parents were naturally overjoyed at this 
unexpected prospect of deliverance. But just as they were 
already fancying themselves free, the wind suddenly chopped 
round to the west, and set steadily aft; while Yoosoof 
reminded his rejoicing followers, in a tone of fatherly rebuke, 
that no gift bestowed by * Him-who-Sows-the-Seed ' could be 
used to harm true believers. 

* Never mind,' growled Steel, whose determined spirit 
seemed to be only roused to new efforts by every fresh disaster. 
* It '11 be all the worse for the lubbers, for if they won't let us 
loose, we '11 make 'em ! ' 

In truth, nothing but prompt and vigorous action could 
save them now. Despite her damages, the light corsair, with 
this favourable wind, would soon reach Tunis, and their last 
hope of escape would be gone. Whatever they meant to do 
must be done at once. 

Fortunately the wounded Englishmen were so far recovered 
that a very few days more would make them fit for the im- 
pending struggle. While attending to their hurts, Mrs Steel 
unfolded to them her husband's plan, and found all ready to 
second it 

Seeing this. Captain Steel was sorely tempted to make the 
attempt at once, but at length decided to wait two days 
longer. In the first place, this fine weather and favourable 
wind would make the Moors careless. Secondly, the delay 
would give his own men time to regain their strength fully, 
and every mile nearer Tunis would also be a mile nearer the 
favourite cruising-ground of the Maltese privateers, one of 
which might achieve their deliverance at a blow. 

His plan was simple. At nightfall on the second day the 
four English sailors among the pirate crew were to hold 
themselves ready. Mrs Steel, while visiting the six invalids, 
was to cut the ropes that bound them to the stanchions and 
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to each other. George was to set fire to the after-part of the 
vessel, and then, in the universal panic and confusion, the 
English were to fall upon their captors. Steel reserving to 
himself the striking down of Captain Yoosoof. 

The very next morning occurred an event which made 
Captain Steel congratulate himself anew upon having delayed 
his attempt. One of the Moors had an awkward fall, dis- 
abling him for the time being ; and thus the odds were now 
only fifteen to twelve, without reckoning Mrs Steel. 

The appointed day came, and wore slowly on. Afternoon 
was fading into evening, and the English were looking for- 
ward with fierce eagerness to the impending conflict, when 
there was a shout of * A sail !* 

AVhat was she? A Maltese privateer, or another pirate? 
The English hoped the former, the Moors the latter. 

But their doubts were soon ended. The stranger neared 
them rapidly, and hoisted the fatal flag of the Crescent. 

The Algerine corsair — ^for such she was — was soon within 
hailing distance, and, on hearing of Yoosoof s under-manned 
condition, the stranger's captain saw an opening for business. 
He ofiered to send aboard the Tunisian craft fifteen of his own 
seamen — a force amply sufficient both to handle the ship and 
guard the prisoners — stipulating that, in return, he should 
have the first choice among the English captives. 

* Tayeeh P (good) said Yoosoof, assenting with a good grace 
to a demand which he could not resist. * Make thy choice.' 

The Algerine commander lost no time in picking out six of 
the English, whom he at once transferred to his own ship, 
paying a price for them which — although Master Yoosoof of 
course declared it outrageously low — was really better than ho 
had expected to get from his brother-scoundrel ; and Captain 
Steel, inwardly cursing his fatal postponement of the time of 
action, saw his brave followers dragged away to seemingly 
hopeless imprisonment, and his bold plan checkmated, just 
when success appeared certain. 
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THB * SOWER OF THE SEED.' 

< L, if it wasn^t for not knowing where father 

d mother are, and not having a chance to 
Ip 'em, I 'd be as happy as the day 's long.' 
So spoke Dora Steel, as she stood upon the 
randa of a large house overlooking Gibraltar 
harbour, on a bright spring morning a month after her melo- 
dramatic arrival 

The little lady and her champions could not have arrived 
at a better time. The Spaniards were then unusually friendly 
to all Englishmen, the latter having so lately waged a success- 
ful war with Spain's mortal enemy, Holland. Moreover, the 
rooted hatred of the Spaniards to the cruel Barbary pirates 
would alone have sufficed to make them welcome any one 
who had killed or captured a number of these dreaded foes 
and wrested a valuable prize from their hands. 

Donna Seraphina, whose husband had been made governor 
of Gibraltar eight months before, carried Dora homo with 
her ; while Narborough, Cleaver, and Robinson were quartered 
at the governor's expense with an English trader, Joseph 
Smith son, the resident agent of a great London house, on 
the understanding that they were to come up every day to 
see their little playmate, and, as Don Guzman del Pulgar told 
them with a stately Castilian bow, * to consider his house and 
all that it contained their own.' 
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The recaptured brig had been occupied by an armed guard, 
as Narborough requested, and the imprisoned pirates, half 
suffocated with their long confinement, were dragged ashore 
like sheep, and sold for slaves as they had sold tlieir captives. 
But when the money was offered to Narborough by the 
governor, Jack shook his head. 

* I took 'em prisoners,' said he, through Dora as interpreter, 

* to save our lives and the good ship, not to make money of 
them. I beg your Excellency to use this money in ransoming 
some of those brave Spaniards who are now in the hands of 
the heathen.' 

Don Guzman's face lighted up with a glow of honest 
admiration, and he grasped cordially the hard brown hand of 

* Senor Don Juan de Narbroa,' as he persisted in calling our 
hero. 

* Senor Don Juan,* said he, bowing, * you are a true cabcUlero * 
(gentleman). And, when this story got abroad, every Spaniard 
in Gibraltar said the same. 

Meanwhile Dora was being petted to her heart's content 
by the kind-hearted governor and his wife, who, having no 
children, treated the little waif as their daughter. The quaint 
old half-Eastern house, standing amid its clustering trees mid- 
way up the great rock ; the flat, battlemented roof, encircled 
with a row of tropical plants; the paved courtyard, with 
its tiny fountain plashing and sparkling in the centre ; the 
spacious veranda, shaded with painted lattice-work and 
twining creepers, were a never-failing delight to Dora, who 
gleefully pronounced the governor's mansion * the finest place 
for hide-and-seek that ever was.' And she herself was an 
equally inexhaustible source of entertainment to Don 
Guzman's Spanish guests, who were never tired of question- 
ing her about that strange English race which they had never 
been able to understand, or praising her valour in the mid- 
night struggle — her rescue of Jack from the Moor having 
expanded into a widely-believed report that sJie had killed a 
pirate herself. 
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* We must keep you here altogether, qtcerida (darling), and 
make a Spaniard of you,' said Donna Seraphina one evening. 

* No, no ! I won't be anything but English,* said Dolly 
firmly. * You Ve been very kind to me, indeed; but England 's 
my home, and I '11 never live anywhere else.' 

* And supposing we make you prisoner, and shut you up so 
that you cannot get away, what then, little one V asked Don 
Guzman playfully. 

' Then the English will come with a big fleet and take 
Gibraltar!' answered the little patriot, pursing up her tiny 
mouth defiantly. 

The guests laughed, and the governor rejoined with a quiet 
smile : 

* Well said, my little Paladin ; I trust Heaven will graci- 
ously prolong my life till your words come true ! ' 

That jesting wish was fulfilled in terrible earnest. Half a 
century later, a white-haired, nerveless, half-blind old man in his 
hundredth year, lying helplessly upon a couch in the garden 
of a stately mansion in Seville, feebly clenched his one 
unparalysed hand in impotent rage at the news of Sir George 
Rooke's capture of Gibraltar, and murmured despairingly : 

* I have, indeed, lived too long, since I have lived to see 
the shame of Spain.' 

Altogether, Dolly had reason to declare herself * happy as 
the day was long.' But not so Jack Narborough. That 
unresting energy, which characterised him to the very day of 
his death, left him no peace amid this smooth, luxurious life. 
Unsatisfied even with his late wonderful exploit, he was 
already hungering for fresh adventures; nor were Cleaver 
and Robinson one jot less eager than himself. 

But not a whit did the brave lads repent of having deliber- 
ately rejected the very chance for which they were longing, 
when a homeward-bound Bristol trader, touching at Gibraltar, 
oflTered them a passage home. Just then, by ill-luck, Dora, 
upon whom the hardships of those two terrible days aboard 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



104 THE * SOWER OP THE SEED.' 

the lAon had told heavily, fell suddenly ill, and both the 
doctors whom Donna Seraphina called in declared it highly 
dangerous to move the patient, and doubly so to send her 
aboard-ship, where neither quiet, proper nursing, nor requisite 
medicines were to be had. 

* Can't be helped,' said Jack. * I 'd like to go home and 
see mother, that's sartain; but sooner than leave our little 
Dolly in the lurch when she 's stranded, I 'd be flogged round 
the town by a Barbary nigger !' 

* And so would I,' cried Robinson. 

* And I too,' added Cleaver. 

Jack, however, did not waste his time while awaiting his 
little playmate's recovery. The Lion^s cargo luckily comprised 
sundry commodities which were then much in request at 
Gibraltar, and our hero disposed of them to good advantage 
through the agency of his host, Mr Smithson. Then, seeing 
the impossibility of either getting a crew to man the brig, or 
carrying her home themselves, he sold lier likewise for a good 
sum, and sent the money home to Captain Steel's owners, 
reserving, however, enough to ransom the captain and his 
family. 

In this last undertaking he was warmly aided by Donna 
Seraphina, who found it imbearable even to think that the 
woman who had nursed and tended her should be a prisoner 
among the cruellest ruffians of North Africa. Don Guzman 
lost no time in communicating with a Jewish trader in Tunis, 
who had a brother at Gibraltar, and empowering the former 
to find out whether the Steels were there, and if so, to treat 
for their ransom. 

So matters stood on the morning when our little heroine 
looked forth from the veranda of her hostess's dwelling, upon 
the smooth bright sea. 

*Well, I'm glad you're so happy, pet,* said Narborough, 
appearing from behind the dark, glossy foliage of the orange- 
trees ; ' and as for father and mother, we '11 have news of 'em 
soon, and of Geordie too ; for, you know, our friend Don 
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Guzzler, or whatever his name is, has sent to Tunis to get 
the Turks to ransom 'em.' 

* But what if they won't r 

* WeU, if they won't, I must just go and hunt up father and 
mother myself, that's aU.' 

*Will you? will you, really?* asked the child, looking 
wistfully up in his face. * How good you are to me, Jack ! 
It was 80 kind of you to stay here, just because I was sick 
and couldn't go with you, when I know you wanted so much 
to get home. I declare, if I hadn't got daddy for a father 
already, I'd like to have you for my father, I would indeed !' 

* Thank you, dear,' said Narborough, laughing, as he kissed 
her. * I know you 'd make a very sweet little daughter ; but, 
if you were ten years older, I'd rather have you for my 
wife.' 

Dolly, taking this jest quite seriously, paused to consider it. 

* Well, I '11 tell you what,' cried she at length, after a medi- 
tative silence, during which her little brain had been busy 
with countless stories of great ladies who had given some high 
mission to be accomplished by the champions that paid court 
to them ; * if you '11 get father and mother and George out of 
prison, I '11 marry you as soon after that as you like.* 

* Done,' said Jack, as gravely as if he and his ten-year-old 
betrothed were concluding the most solemn legal contract. 

And then this strange pair started out hand-in-hand for 
their usual walk along the Alameda (public promenade). 

* Oh, by the bye, I 've got something to tell you !' cried Dora, 
looking up with an important air. *What do you think? 
I 've found out all about that queer old man who gave you the 
chain at Tangier — ^the Sower of the Seed, as you call him. 
There was a man at dinner with us last night who knew him 
quite well, and told us everything about him.' 

*Did he, really?' exclaimed Jack eagerly, for this puzzle 
had hardly ever been out of his thoughts since that memorable 
night. ' Tell me all about it.' 

Dora did so, with sundry improvements of her own. 
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Stated without these additions, her information was as 
follows : 

At that period, the Mohammedan world was overspread 
with the ramifications of a number of secret societies, five of 
which exist at the present day. The most important of these 
five were, and still are, the *Issawiyeh,' the * Abd'-ul-Kader 
El-Bagdadi,' and the * DarkawL* 

Of these, the former two were merely half-religious and 
half -literary clubs, with no direct influence upon public 
affaira But the terrible Darkawi Brotherhood, which had its 
appropriate headquarters among the fierce bigots of Morocco, 
was to the Moslem world what the Order of Jesuits then was 
to Europe, and what Nihilism now is to Russia. No one 
could tell who might or might not be one of its countless 
agents. No man knew when or how its eye might be upon 
him, or at what moment its vengeance might strike him 
down. Its emissaries were in every land, preaching war and 
rebellion, keeping alive the flame of fanatical zeal, denouncing 
vengeance upon all Christians, and not unfrequently perpe- 
trating deliberate murder ; while its principal representatives 
met every year at Mecca, in the guise of pilgrims, to make 
their annual report, and concert schemes of action for the 
ensuing twelvemonth. And what those schemes might be 
was easily guessed from the principles openly avowed by the 
Brotherhood. 

These were : (1) The fostering and intensifying of religious 
zeal throughout the whole Moslem world ; (2) the fomenting 
of a constant and determined hostility to all Christian kings 
or governments, and the destruction * by any means,' of all who 
should * attempt to turn away believers from the true faith ' — 
a programme which must have had some interest for the 
Catholic and Protestant missionaries of those times ; and (3) 
the amendment, dethronement, or assassination — apparently 
it did not matter which — of all Mohammedan princes who 
might allow themselves to fall under the influence of Christian 
nations, and act by their dictation or advice. 
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The whole of this tremendous power was under the control 
of one man, the chief of the Darkawi Brotherhood, whose will 
was law with all belonging to it; and that chie^ as Jack 
already guessed, was the giver of the mysterious chain. 

Little as our hero yet knew of Moslem customs and 
feelings, he was shrewd enough to comprehend at once the 
terrific power wielded by this mysterious and terrible leader, 
who, apart from his surpassing holiness in the eyes of all 
Moslems, could doom to certain death any one who might 
thwart or displease him. The abject terror of the Tangier 
robbers on discovering whmn they were attacking, was now 
explained ; and at the thought that he himself had been in 
such close contact with one who guided the springs of this 
world-wide system of violence and murder, all his hardihood 
could not repress an instinctive shudder. 

*But why do they call him the Sower of the Seed?' asked 
he. 

*0h, that's because he keeps travelling backwards and 
forwards through all the Mohammedan countries, and preach- 
ing to the people to behave well, and be kind to the poor, 
and hill ChristianSy just like a sort of missionary, you know. 
And whenever he meets anybody that he takes a fancy to — 
that 's what that gentleman last night told me, anyhow — he 
gives him one of those chains, like what he gave you,* 

Jack's clouded face brightened visibly. 

*Come,' cried he, 'that's better than I bargained for. 
With that chain round his neck, then, Geordie's as safe 
among these rascals as in the Tower of London ; and if he 's 
sacred to 'em, why, of course, your father and mother '11 be 
sacred too, seein* they b'long to him.' 

But he might have been less confident had lie seen where 
and in what company George Steel and his parents were at 
that moment. 
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CHAPTER XL 

IN A PIRATE CITY. 

jIHE sun's first rays were just streaming over the 
smooth bright waters of Tunis Bay, through the 
cleft between the two dark peaks of Hammet- 
El-Lif, the tallest of that great life-guard of purple 
mountains which towered along its eastern 
shore. But a noisy crowd was already surging through the 
narrow, crooked, dusty streets of the pirate city, which lay 
outspread along the inner side of the deep oval bay, beneath 
the shadow of a rocky ridge, thickly dotted with the tall, 
white, dagger-shaped tombstones of an ancient Moslem burial- 
ground. 

That something unusual was going on was evident at a 
glance. Knots of men were forming at every corner, and all 
eyes were turned expectantly to the broad, flat, sandy road 
leading round the bay to the city from Goletta harbour. 

* What means this stir, brother ? Is the Asylum of the 
Universe ' (that is, the Bey) * about to pass this way V asked a 
barefooted peasant, who was endeavouring to steer his laden 
donkey through the heaving throng. 

* What ! hath the sand filled thine ears, that they have 
heard nothing?' replied the man addressed. *Know that 
yesterday arrived one of our cruisers, which had taken a ship 
from the Christian dogs of Inglistan' (England) — *may the 
graves of their fathers be defiled! Aboard that ship were 
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certain unbelievers of such wonderful skill, that the captain 
thought it well to offer them to none save the Asylum of the 
Universe himself; and His Sublime Highness, this very 
morning, will graciously permit these unsainted dogs to kiss 
the dust of his threshold.' 

* Truly such honour is too great for infidel curs. But tell 
me, friend, who are these unbelievers, and what skiU have 
they, that His Sublime Highness should deign to extend the 
shadow of his royal favour over them V 

* Prepare, then, to hear of wonders ! Thou think*st, doubt- 
less, these infidels are valiant men, mighty in war. Not so. 
One of them is a woman, and another a boy.' 

*Thou art jesting !' cried the countryman, staring. 

* Nay, I speak the words of truth. One of those who took 
them is my cousin. Nay, mcrre wonderful things can I tell 
thee, for' 

Just then a sudden commotion became apparent amid 
the mass of eager spectators around the gate ; and then the 
whole crowd that blocked the street heaved tumultuously 
forward. 

* They are coming, brothers ! The three Christian magicians 
are coming at last !' 

Sure enough, a few moments later issued from rolling 
clouds of dust a large, clumsy wagon, covered with palm-leaf 
matting, and drawn by two big, broad-horned oxen. It was 
driven by a powerful black slave, and before it walked two 
tall men in the livery of the Bey's household, who kept 
shouting: *Make way for the messenger of His Sublime 
Highness !' 

This exhortation they enforced by striking with their 
heavy sticks at the crowd that thronged around them ; and 
thus a path was soon cleared for the cart, in the back of 
which sat huddled together Captain Steel and his wife and 
son, while at the front was the messenger sent by the Bey 
to conduct them — a stout, black-bearded man in embroidered 
robes and gold-fringed turban — talking with our friend 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



no IN A PTRATB CITY. 

Yoosoof Ibn Yakoob, whose grim face looked unusually 
bright. 

The wily pirate had reason to look pleased. The despatch 
of a special messenger to fetch the prisoners showed that the 
Bey must be specially interested in them ; and should they 
take the tyrant's fancy, it would be more money in Master 
Yoosoof s pocket than his share of plunder for the whole 
voyage. For the royal robber who then misgoverned Tunis 
was as childishly capricious in profusion as in cruelty; and 
after wringing by imprisonment and torture from some 
luckless Jewish or Christian merchant every coin that the 
poor wretch had earned in a whole life of unceasing toil, he 
would fling away gold by handfuls upon any worthless fellow 
who happened to please him with a coarse jest or a ribald tale. 

But the Bey had a weightier reason than mere caprice for 
his eagerness to see these wonderful * Franks.' Just then, his 
favourite wife was ill of some complaint that baffled the court 
physicians; which was the less surprising, as these learned 
blockheads never cured any one, although they never failed 
to take the whole credit when a patient chanced to recover 
in spite of them. 

Having paid fifty thousand piastres — nearly £500 — ^for this 
lady only a year before, the worthy Bey was naturally 
unwilling to lose his money, and made every effort to save a 
life so preciom. He even offered a large I'eward to any one, 
Moslem or infidel, who should cure his expensive bride, 
adding, by way of encouragement, that any one who failed 
should be put to death on the spot. 

Even this inducement, however, did not bring forward any 
volunteers, and the poor Bey was at his royal wits' end — 
perhaps not very far, after all ; so the arrival of a party of 
strangers, one of whom was supposed to be an unrivalled 
doctor and another a mighty magician, was a perfect wind- 
fall to this disconsolate Bluebeard. 

All this was freely discussed by the two Moors, and the 
Captain and his wife understood enough of their talk to guess 
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that, immediatoly upon arrival at tho palace, Mrs Steel 
would be summoned to exercise her supposed medical skill 
upon the invalid. This sounded ominous, for should the 
malady prove incurable, they would all three be butchered on 
the spot, a thought that sufficiently distracted their attention 
from the striking objects around them. 

Outwardly, indeed, this nest of ruffians made one of the 
most beautiful pictures imaginable. To the left lay the 
smooth shining waters of the vast landlocked bay, above 
which the shadowy host of wooded mountains towered against 
the warm, dreamy blue of the African sky. To the right, 
the low white forts of Goletta stood like ivory chessmen 
along the flat curving shore, overlooking a forest of tall 
tapering masts and gaudily-painted hulls; and beyond it 
a wide green plain stretched unbroken to the western horizon, 
midway along which, black and grim in the cloudless sunrise, 
loomed the few broken arches left of that grand Roman 
aqueduct which once fed the reservoirs of imperial Carthage. 
Eight in front lay the great city, like a vast bouquet of 
white flowers ; and above it, with the tall, white grave-stones 
clinging to it like snowflakes, rose, bare and gaunt beneath 
the blistering glare, the gray stony ridge that had witnessed 
the destroying march of Scipio Africanus. 

At every step of their progress through the narrow, 
crowded streets, a motley mass of dark faces, gaunt brown 
limbs, blue or white turbans, yellow slippers, snowy robes, 
crimson girdles, jewelled daggers and scimitars, silver- 
mounted pistols, and long guns with curving stocks and 
curiously ornamental barrels, eddied ceaselessly around them. 
Conspicuous in the crowd were a number of Moorish women, 
whose black veils and long, white, shroud-like robes made 
them look, as George ungallantly remarked, * just like burnt 
sticks wrapped in paper.' 

During this passage through the city our friends had 
a fresh proof of the terrible importance attached to every- 
thing connected with Narborough's mysterious acquaintance, 
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the Sower of the Seed. As they wound their way slowly 
through the ruffianly quarter around the eastern gate, even 
the presence of the Bey*s household servants failed to check 
the savage yells and terms of foul abuse hurled at the 
captives by the ferocious rabble, who were even more bitter 
then than now against all * unbelievers.' But when a sudden 
movement on George's part disclosed the well-known string 
of beads round his neck, every voice was hushed, and those 
who had been loudest slunk away in terror. 

This movement revealed to George's eyes a number of 
short, small, ill-made men in silken jackets and loose trousers, 
with little saucer-shaped caps. But a second glance showed, 
to his no small amazement, that these seeming men were 
really women, this singular costume being that which the 
Jewish ladies of Tunis were compelled to wear in order 
to distinguish them from their Mohammedan sisters — a 
regulation which has continued down to our own time. 

Passing through the deep gloomy archway of the East 
Gate, the party turned southward along the road leading 
to the Bey's country palace, at Bardo, three miles off, on 
the site now occupied by the less gorgeous mansion of 
his successor. A few hundred yards beyond the gate, the 
road ran through a vast field of dhaura com, several ears 
of which measured fully two feet in length, while the com 
itself rose far above their heads as they sat in the cart. 

Beyond the corn-fields the country was cut up into small 
garden-patches, watered by those tiny trenches which any 
traveller through Tunis or Tripoli still sees at every tum. 
Here another characteristic local feature presented itself again 
and again — ^namely, two upright slabs of stone or wood, with 
a stout log set crosswise between, like a gigantic H. This 
curious apparatus, however, was not a gallows — for which 
it might well have been mistaken under the Bey's fatherly 
rule — ^bnt the uprights and crosspiece to which were attached 
the rope and bucket of some native well. 

The flatness of the surrounding country brought the palace 
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itself into view long before they reached it ; and so beautiful 
was the sight of this frozen forest of carved turrets and 
pinnacles of white marble, rising from the dark, glossy mass 
of tropical foliage, that it was hard to believe that charming 
spot a sty of the foulest vices and most hideous crimes. 

But as they approached, proofs of its owner's real nature 
began to multiply around them. To right and left rose 
several tall and pointed stakes, upon which the whitened 
bones of human skeletons rattled in the breeze; and, by 
the wayside itself, half-a-dozen vultures were screaming 
and fighting over a piece of carrion, which a nearer view 
showed them to be the hand of a man, freshly severed, 
and nailed to a post. 

More than once a gang of gaunt, half-naked slaves crossed 
their path, guarded by native soldiers, and goaded by the 
lash of a Moorish task-master. These poor wretches were 
bowed by the double burden of a heavy load and a strong 
chain at their ankles; nor was there one in that ghastly 
procession who did not bear terrible scars of scourge and 
branding-iron, while three or four displayed frightful and 
scarcely human visages, without ears and noses. 

*I wish Noll Cromwell could see this!* growled Captain 
Steel, little dreaming that these atrocities had reached Crom- 
well already. ^ He *d make short work of these villains !' 

But even this was not all. When they at length reached 
the gate of the palace itself, they found its splendid Eastern 
archway garnished with a row of huge rusty spikes, upon 
each of which hung a bleaching skull, as a conspicuous 
proof of the good taste and humanity of 'His Sublime 
Highness the Bey.' 

*His Sublime Lovmess,* growled George, * seems to have 
a sweet taste in ornaments. To my mind, the only thing 
to improve that show would be to have his own numskuU 
stuck atop of the lot !* 

Just then the cart stopped before the gate, and the whole 
party dismounted. 

H 
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Master George's tendency to jest was effectually curbed 
by the startling change that came over their two conductors 
the moment they passed through the formidable gate. The 
swaggering, insolent, bullying air which they had worn while 
forcing their way through the crowd instantly gave place 
to a demeanour of such overwhelming awe, that they seemed 
actually afraid to breathe. 

The stalwart guards, too, who had shouted and laid about 
them so lustily, were suddenly transformed into cringing 
slaves. Had these fierce, hardy men been approaching the 
lair of a hungry lion, they could hardly have appeared more 
timid. 

*Well,' said Captain Steel, 'this old chap must keep 
tight order among his crew; they seem to fear him worse 
than Old Nick!' 

The terror of the Bey's officer on hearing Steel's voice, 
and his emphatic sign to be silent, were conclusive on tJiot 
point; and even the daring captain and his reckless son 
began to feel strangely awed. 

The panic of their fierce attendants was rendered all the 
more impressive by there being nothing visible in this quiet 
and beautiful retreat which could account for it. "Within 
the archway lay a wide courtyard, paved with square slabs 
of black and white marble. Around its four sides ran a 
spacious colonnade, the shadow of which looked delightfully 
cool after the scorching glare outside. The arches of this 
cloister were of the key-shaped pattern characteristic of 
Saracenic architecture, and adorned with many-coloured 
mosaics, which, wherever the sunlight caught them, blazed 
forth into a thousand miniature rainbows. In the centre, 
a tiny fountain splashed and glittered in a white basin of 
polished marble, curiously carved, over which three or four 
orange-trees, planted in large tubs of earth, cast a pleasant 
shade. 

But everywhere reigned a dreary and awful silence, which, 
combined with the absence of any sign of life, had a freezing 
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and sinister effect, felt even by the dauntless Englishmen. 
It was quite a relief when they caught sight of a door midway 
up one side of the cloisters, masked by a blood-red curtain, 
before which stood, like black marble statues, two tall, grim 
negroes, richly dressed, and holding drawn swords. 

The officer whispered something to the grim sentinels, 
who lowered their weapons and let him pass in, leaving 
the prisoners waiting outside. 

But they did not wait long. The messenger appeared 
with an air of great importance, and said to Mrs Steel 
condescendingly: 'Unbelieving woman, the Asylum of the 
Universe has graciously commanded thy appearance in his 
sublime presence. Follow me !' 

Mrs Steel's quick wit, aided by the talk of her two 
guardians, had already suggested to her the best way of 
dealing with these superstitious barbarians. Assuming a 
dignified air, she said, with a haughty wave of her hand : 
* Lead on quickly, that she who is sick may have rest. My 
son, the great magician, shall tarry here till I send for him.' 

The officer, considerably impressed by his captive's 
unlooked-for assumption of authority, and her seemingly 
unaccountable knowledge of the purpose for which she 
had been brought thither — for he never thought of her 
having understood his talk with Yeosoof — led her in without 
a word, leaving George and his father to await, with throbbing 
hearts, the issue of an experiment upon which hung the lives 
of all three. 
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Bluebeard's palace. 

^S Steel's active and adventurous life had already 

brought her through so many dangers that no 

peril could now find her unprepared ; and even 

with the life of her husband and her son, to 

say nothing of her own, depending upon the 

success or failure of this hazardous mission, she was just as 

cool and brave as ever. In the course of her many 

Eastern voyages, she had learned something of Mohammedan 

ways. Thus she had a pretty good idea of what lay 

before her, and had already made up her mind what 

to do, should the invalid's case not prove to be absolutely 

hopeless. 

Following her conductor, she mounted a flight of broad 
stone steps, and traversed a long, narrow, shadowy corridor, 
in the whole length of which no living thing was any- 
where visible, and not the slightest sound heard. Even their 
own footsteps fell noiselessly as shadows upon the thick soft 
carpet that covered the floor; and the unbroken silence, 
the utter loneliness, and the ghostly twilight of this strange 
place had a very weird and unearthly effect. 

At the far end of the corridor hung a black curtain, in 
front of which, like spectres watching the door of a tomb, 
stood two motionless white figures. These, on a nearer 
view, proved to be white-f rocked negro dwarfs, as ugly 
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as the most hideous among the ape-like goblins of the 
Upper Congo. 

The two strange guardians looked up as Mrs Steel and 
her guide approached, but they uttered no sound, the unfor- 
tunate creatures being in fact mutes, who had been deprived 
of speech according to the cruel Mohammedan custom, 
as a safeguard against any treachery or indiscretion on 
their part To their inquiring signs the Moorish officer 
replied with the single word * Hakim I' (physician), at 
which the two little goblins stood aside at once to let them 
pass. 

But it did not escape Mrs SteeFs quick eye that, as 
her conductor lifted the dark curtain which hid the low, 
narrow doorway behind it, one of the dwarfs looked side- 
ways at her with a ghastly grin, and made a gesture with 
his misshapen fingers, as if putting a cord around some 
one's neck; while his comrade added to this exhibition by 
making a gasping sound with his thick blubber lips, evidently 
meant to imitate the death-struggle of a strangled victim. 
Then she suddenly called to mind what she had heard 
in Smyrna and Constantinople about these mutes being 
employed to throttle with a silken bowstring any one whom 
their master might wish to get rid of. 

So plain a suggestion of her probable fate if she should 
be unsuccessful was anything but reassuring; and it was 
still less so to find just within the gloomy portal a third 
black dwarf, even more monstrously hideous and deformed, 
if possible, than his two brethren outside. To this agreeable 
porter — ^who was also a mute — Mrs Steel was handed over 
by her guide, who, with no further explanation than what 
might be gathered from his once more uttering the word 
* Hakim,' vanished as suddenly as if the earth had swallowed 
him. 

But if this goblin door-keeper were as unsightly as any 
imp or gnome in a fairy tale, his ugliness was amply atoned 
for by the splendour of the scene into which he led her. 
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which might well have been mistaken for Fairyland itself. 
Slender columns of white marble, encircled with beautifully- 
carved wreaths of leaves, flowers, and fruit; tiled floors, 
bright with all the colours of the rainbow ; costly hangings 
of purple velvet, rich with gold and silver embroidery; 
flowers such as the great Caliph, Haroun the Just, saw 
around him in his luxurious palace at Bagdad; snow-white 
cornices, on which stood sharply out, in jet-black, arrowy, 
Arabian characters, familiar texts from the Koran; ceilings 
of fragrant sandal-wood, partitioned into tiny panels, brightly 
painted with scarlet, blue, green, and gold; broad-leaved 
plants, floating in marble reservoirs of clear water; and 
screens of embroidered gauze, subduing the burning African 
sunshine into a rich summer gloom of purple twilight, like 
that which falls through the stained-glass windows of some 
great cathedral. 

Through an open casement, Mrs Steel caught a passing 
glimpse of a dainty little garden below, shut in between 
high white walls, and overlooked by curtained windows 
and latticed balconies. No one was to be seen in this 
paradise, which, with its shady walks, gorgeous flowers, 
sparkling fountains, light seats of painted cane-work, gilded 
pavilions rising above dark bosquets of foliage, stately palms, 
and tiny, mirror-like lakes, seemed to have come bodily out of 
the Arabian Nights, 

Suddenly Mrs Steel's grim guide stopped short, with a 
visible terror on his deformed visage, before a low, narrow 
doorway, masked, like the other, with a black curtain; 
and, making signs that he could go no farther, uttered a 
peculiar call, and vanished as if the earth had swallowed 
him. An unseen hand lifted the gloomy veil, and the brave 
Englishwoman, with set face and beating heart, but resolute 
as ever, disappeared behind it. 

Only a few minutes after she had entered, a stout> gray- 
bearded Moor, in the garb of a physician of the royal 
household, came hurriedly forth, with marks of strong 
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excitement on his broad heavy face — and then all was 
still once more. 

An hour later, Mrs Steel emerged from it in her turn 
— somewhat paler, but calm and undaunted as ever — obeying 
the summons of a black slave, who had been sent in hot 
haste to summon her to the Bey*s judgment-hall. 

She was led through several unoccupied rooms — very 
much like those which she had already seen — and then 
ushered through a richly-carved archway, above which was 
painted the well-known Arabic inscription : * Enter, and 
fear not ; seek justice, and justice thou shalt find.' 

Rightly guessing this to be the entrance of the Bey's 
judgment-hall, Mrs Steel could not help thinking that such 
an inscription was sadly out of place th^ere ; and she was still 
more of that opinion when she entered, and saw the terrified 
looks of the richly-dressed courtiers who were standing with 
bowed heads, or even kneeling on the floor, evidently ex- 
pecting little justice and still less mercy from their dreaded 
master. 

In front of these exemplary men a number of black slaves, 
in white tunics and crimson girdles, were lying flat on their 
faces upon the ground ; and beyond them, at the far end of 
the hall, about twenty tall, fine-looking men, armed with long 
spears — the picked soldiers of the royal bodyguard — stood 
ranged on either side of a small recess, the walls of which 
were entirely formed of tiny mirrors, which flashed and 
sparkled in the light of the hanging lamps like the facets of 
a diamond. On a low divan in this recess, enthroned upon a 
pile of rich cushions, sat the * Pillar of the True Faith and 
Asylum of the Universe * — that is, Noor-ed-Deen Khan, Bey of 
Tunis. 

Prince Noor-ed-Deen (Light of the Faith) was still compar- 
atively young in years, but aged before his time by a course 
of life which the strongest and wisest man alive could not 
have followed without being stunted and withered up, body 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



122 Bluebeard's palace. 

and soul. In his early youth he had shown signs of courage 
and energy, but all had mouldered away beneath the blighting 
influence of the unbroken indolence and debauchery which 
were and are the curse of all Eastern princes. His once 
handsome face was now swollen and blotched, his figure 
bloated and unwieldy, his eye sunken and dim; and the 
splendour of the gorgeous robes and rich ornaments that he 
wore, so far from concealing these defects, only made them 
more glaring. 

Himself a slave in all but the name during the life of his 
father, this unhappy man had been placed by the latter's 
death in the position of an uncontrolled tyrant with all a 
slave's ignorance and weakness ; and, having never met with 
any one who dared to oppose his caprices, however cruel or 
harmful they might be, he had gradually become one of the 
most unredeemed rufl&ans upon the face of the earth. 

At the right hand of this amiable ruler stood the super- 
seded Moorish physician, who had just concluded a furious 
tirade against * the unbelieving witch,' and her baneful influ- 
ence on * the pearl of his Highness's palace.' 

* Woman, what say'st thou to this V cried the Bey, as Mrs 
Steel entered. *Doth the Hakim speak truly? Hast thou 
dared to trifle with mel Can thy skill avail to make the 
rose of my garden bloom afresh 1 or is Azrael, the Angel of 
Death, too strong for thee ? If it be so, by Allah and the 
Prophet, the shadow of his wings shall be cast over thee 
likewise !' 

* My life is in the hands of the Asylum of the World,' 
answered Mrs Steel firmly ; * let him deal with me according 
to the result. I have put forth my skill, and the rose that 
has faded shall bloom again.' 

The tone of confidence in which she spoke made a visible 
impression upon the superstitious tyrant, and a look of 
growing uneasiness began to show itself through the Moorish 
doctor's fussy indignation. 

'But this sickness,' she resumed, 'must be dealt with 
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by magic as well as by medicine; and, that all may be 
well, I must call hither the aid of my son, the great Frank 
magician/ 

The Bey clapped his hands, and instantly one of the 
prostrate slaves sprang up and hurried out to find George 
Steel, with whom he returned a few minutes later. 

A hasty whisper from his mother explained everything to 
the sharp-witted lad, whose first impulse was to * punch the 
head ' of the foul-tongued quack who had insulted her. But 
another and a better plan occurred to his mind, just in time 
to save him from committing himself. 

* All is going well,' continued Mrs Steel, in an undertone, 

* but I want you to have a hand in it too, so that these people 
may take you for a magician. Stand in the middle of the 
room and sing something — it don't matter what, so long as 
they think it's an incantation — and keep flourishing your 
arms backwards and forwards as you do it.' 

George promptly obeyed ; but the only incantation that he 
could think of at the moment was an old sea-song called 

* Sleepy Jim,* supposed to convey a covert satire upon one 
of the do-nothing * captains by favour ' of James I., which he 
had learned from old Tom Ban*ett aboard the Lion, He 
struck it up at once, waving his hands slowly to and fro as 
he sang : 

* Oh, once I had a messmate, boys — they called liim * Sleepy Jim ' — 
To fall asleep, and stay asleep, there ne'er was one like him ; 
They sent him to the masthead once, and, spite of storms and 

showers. 
He dozed right oflF, and there he slept for four-and-twenty hours. 
Snorum-snorum, borum, scorum, torum, Sleepy Jim, 
Lick *em, kick *em, prick 'em, stick *em~ca»'< wake 
Sleepy Jim ! * 

This sensible chorus — which Master George repeated 
twice with great emphasis — produced a marked impression 
upon the listening Moors, who, not daring to utter a word, 
testified their feelings by such expressive looks of admiration 
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and awe, that Mrs Steel had hard work to keep her counten- 
ance. 

On went George with intense solemnity through three or 
four more verses of his * incantation/ till he came at length to 
the falling asleep of his drowsy hero in the midst of a battle 
with two Spanish men-of-war : 

* The guns they roared and thundered, and there was a fearful fight, 
But right in the middle he fell asleep, and slept with all his might ; 
At last the old craft took fire— but Jim, in that sleepy way o* his'n, 
Went snorin' on, and never stirred, till he woke in a Spanish 
piison ! 

Snorum-snorum, &c.* 

But at this point his mother, feeling her self-command fast 
giving way before the hideous absurdity of the song, the 
perfect gravity of the singer, and the awe-stricken looks of the 
Bey and his court, stopped him short, and said impressively : 

' It is done 1 Let His Highness send and see how it fares 
with her who was sick.' 

The tyrant clapped his hands again, and another slave darted 
off, to return speedily with the good news that the invalid 
had fallen into a quiet sleep, and was to all appearance free 
from pain. 

' Khuddli shefa midehed /* (it is God who gives relief) said 
the Bey, piously. * Woman, assuredly thou art a well of 
wisdom, and great honour shall be thine. Name thy reward, 
and thou shalt have it.' 

* Let His Highnesses favour, then, appoint me physician to 
his household,' said Mrs Steel, whose ready wit had at once 
foreseen all the advantages to be gained by such a position. 

*So be it,' said the Bey; *it is a fetvah (degree). Say, 
now, what punishment shall be awarded to this son of Eblis 
(the Evil One), who hath dared to laugh at our royal beard 1 
this doctor, who is no doctor, but a lying knave V 

Mrs Steel hesitated, not wishing to bring down the full 
weight of the tyrant's vengeance upon the unlucky doctor, 
who was now grovelling on the floor in abject terror, for 
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which he had only too good reason. But, before she could 
make any answer, her son thrust in his word. 

' If I might counsel Your Highness,' said George, in his best 
Lingua Franca, * I would make this fellow swallow his own 
medicines to the last grain, and then march him round the 
town, making proclamation before him : "So shall it be done 
unto every man who shall presume to call himself a doctor 
when he is none ! " ' 

The Bey's courtiers stood aghast at this lad's presumption 
in daring to address their terrible master uninvited ; but his 
suggestion happened to chime in exactly with the capricious 
fancy of the tyrant himself, as was seen by the thick grunting 
laugh with which the latter received it. 

' By the holy cave of Mount Hara,' cried the Bey, * it is 
well spoken ! As thou say est, so shall it be. Guards, seize 
this father of asses, and let him taste the virtue of his own 
drugs straightway !' 

The soldiers poimced upon the ill-starred doctor, and, in 
spite of his cries and struggles, forced open his mouth, 
and shovelled in without stint his own vaunted medicines, 
which, being compounded with such pleasant materials as 
camel's blood, dried toads, powdered bones, &c., were strong 
enough to bring on internal spasms that twisted him up like 
a corkscrew. He was then dragged out, livid and roaring 
with pain, to undergo the second part of his sentence. 

At this spectacle the worthy Bey — whom the sight of 
torture or suffering of any kind never failed to put in high 
good-humour — laughed till the tears ran down his royal 
cheeks ; and, as a matter of course, all his courtiers, ^vho had 
bowed themselves to the ground before this very doctor only 
the day previous, when he was still in favour, laughed louder 
still, and cried with one voice : * Thus may it fare with all 
who dare attempt to deceive the Asylum of the Universe.' 

*Mash'-Allah !' (praise to God), said the Bey, still chuckling 
maliciously. * Youth, thou hast made thy face white before 
mo, and great shall be thy reward. Yonder son of a burnt 
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father, whom thou hast discomfited, was old, and gray, and 
had the beard of a teacher of wisdom, while thy face is smooth 
as the rind of a water-melon ; but lo ! thou hast cast dust 
upon his beard, and hast made him eat dirt.* (Here he 
laughed again more heartily than before.) * Behold ! I have 
made thy mother the physician of my harem ; and thou too 
shalt remain here in the palace, and shalt serve me with the 
power of thy magic when I have need of thee.* And as for 
the Frank captain, thy father, assuredly we will find work for 
liim also, if he be such as men report him to be ; for I have 
heard that he is a right skilful shipbuilder, and even now 
there are being built here many ships of war, to fight against 
the Frank unbelievers. It is enough — I have spoken it. 
Murakhas P (you are dismissed). 

Olf went Mrs Steel and her son accordingly, to rejoin the 
expectant captain, and gladden him with the good news of 
their escape and promotion. But, while rejoicing over the 
ready wit and good fortune which had earned them honours 
and rewards in place of the cruel death that stared them in 
the face that morning, George was far from expecting that 
the very credit which he had just earned by his supposed 
skill in magic was about to bring him into the worst dilemma 
that he had ever had to face in his life. 

* This Budden and capricious exaltation of a slave into a court favourite 
is, as I have already shown in The Boy Slave in Bokharay by no means an 
uncommon thing in the East. The history of India, in particular, abounds 
with similar cases, many of which are far more extraordinary than that 
described in the text. — D. K. 
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A FEAT OP MAGIC. 

E saw no more that day of his mother, 
vas at once conducted to her duty in the 
i; but his father and he were allowed to 
a together all afternoon, and spent the 
n talking over their prospects, which were 
considerably improved by Mrs Steel's appointment to so influ- 
ential a post. 

* And hark 'ee, Geordie,* whispered the captain, * I 've not 
given up my hope of escapin' — not a bit ! Your mother's 
doctoring '11 keep our heads on, I take it, till we've time 
to look about a bit ; and then, the first chance we get of 
givin' this old Billy-goat the slip, home we go to England, tell 
what we 've seen here, and stir up everybody to come and give 
them blackamoors the licking they desarve.' 

Toward evening two servants came and led Steel to his 
room in the south side of the palace, while others conducted 
George, with all the respect commanded by his supposed 
magical powers, to his quarters in the north side. 

Tii*ed with the day's work, and rendered additionally drowsy 
by an enormous pilaff of rice and roast kid. Master George 
* turned in ' early, and slept, as he phrased it, * like a marine 
on duty.' But, at sunrise, he was aroused by an uproar that 
might have awakened a night-watchman. Hoarse shouts 
resounded through the palace — ^hurrying feet pattered along 
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the courtyard, or up and down the marble stairs — every room 
and corridor echoed with the deep boom of a brazen gong, the 
signal for calling out the royal bodyguard. Arms were 
clanking, horses neighing, musket-butts clattering on the 
smooth stones, while the cries of the female slaves, terrified 
at the tumult, added their shrill notes to the din. 

George's first idea was that the Bey's soldiers had mutinied, 
and were storming the palace — ^in which case he and his 
parents might escape amid the confusion. He sprang up, 
rushed to the window, which commanded the courtyard, and 
looked out. 

Just below stood a stalwart Moor, and George promptly 
hailed him. The Moor turned, and the boy, to his amazement, 
recognised in this seeming Moslem his own father ! 

* Hullo, Daddy !' cried he, *have you turned Turk]' 

* As far as the rigging goes,' replied Captain Steel, with a 
grin ; * and it 's the right sort o' rig for this climate ! Look 
alive, and come down — there 's a proper row on !' 

'What about r 

'Somebody's thieved the old Bey's best diamond, and 
ne'er a soul can guess who did it, except that it 's somebody 
inside the palace, for nobody could have got in from outside.' 

Just then hasty steps were heard coming along the passage 
toward Greorge's door; and he had barely time to throw 
himself on his couch, and assume the heavy, bewildered look of 
one just startled from sleep, when the curtain of his doorway 
was lifted, and behind it appeared the swarthy faces and 
glittering eyes of two tall soldiers of the Bey's guard. 

* Great magician of the Franks,' said the foremost, with the 
air of respectful caution with which a man might approach a 
very big and ferocious dog, 'the Asylum of the "World is 
pleased to command thy presence.' 

George, who was rapidly learning Eastern ways, answered 
only by a slight wave of his hand, rightly judging this the 
best way of keeping up his dignity. Hastily donning the 
Eastern dress which — ^as he now noticed — had been supplied 
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to Mm as well as his father, he joined his guides, who marched 
him off at a pace which showed how impatiently the Bey 
must be expecting him. 

But even during this hurried march the quick-witted lad 
found time to arrange his plans. After what his father 
had said, he easily guessed why the Bey had sent for him ; 
and when they reached the door of the judgment-liall, he had 
already decided what to do. 

The Bey, who looked black as a thunder-storm, was seated 
on his divan as before. Around him stood his guards, and at 
his right hand knelt a Greek half-caste interpreter, for the 
despot's acquaintance with the Lingua Franca, especially in 
the broken form in which George spoke it, was far from 
perfect. 

The two guardsmen prostrated themselves before the throne 
— stated that they had found the magician in bed, and had 
brought him with them as commanded — and then drew back, 
as George stepped forward in his turn. 

*Knowest thou, oh magician,* asked the Bey, 'wherefore 
I have sent for thee V 

*Is anything hidden from the true magician f answered 
Geoi-ge, with impressive solemnity. * His Highness hath lost 
something, and would fain find it — is it not so 1 ' 

* It is indeed so,' rejoined the surprised Bey. 

* Something which is precious in the sight of His Sublime 
Highness; which was stolen — ^last night — by an unknown 
hand,' pursued George, with an impressive pause after each 
sentence. 

The courtiers gazed at each other in blank bewilderment, 
and the leaden eyes of the Bey himself grew as round as 
saucers. 

* If thou knowest this,' said he, hesitatingly, * thou knowest, 
doubtless, what hath been stolen?' 

* Assuredly,' replied George, more solemnly than ever. * It 
is a diamcmd, the rarest and most precious jewel in His 
Highness's palace.' 
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A iimrmur of amazement, which even the awe of the Bey's 
presence could not repress, huzzed around the circle, and the 
amiahle prince who formed its centre looked, as George 
expressively said afterwards, 'five ways at once.* To the 
dull and enervated mind of this superstitions despot, such 
proofs as had just heen given of the magician's powers seemed 
absolutely overwhelming. The evidence of the two soldiers 
proved that he had been brought straight from his bed to the 
hall, without time or opportunity to learn from any one the 
particulars of the theft, which, moreover, had only just 
been discovered; yet he was familiar with every detail of 
the affair ! 

* Would the Pillar of the Faith question further f asked 
George, breaking the pause with his clear, confident tones. 
* Let him learn, then, that he who did this thing came not 
from without ; the thief was one of those within the palace, 
and lo ! he is within it yet !' 

* Point him out !' roared the tyrant, letting loose the fury 
which he had with difficulty kept back. * Tell me his name, 
and by the beard of the Prophet, thou shalt see that Noor-ed- 
Deen Khan knoweth how to requite both a good deed and a 
bad one!' 

This was a poser, for our ingenious Master George had now 
used up all the information gained from his father; and 
regarding the identity of the thief, he knew no more than 
those who listened so reverently to his words of wisdom. 
But the shrewd lad was equal to the occasion. 

*The Asylum of the World hath spoken, and his com- 
mands shall be obeyed,' said he ; * but to tell the name of the 
thief would be a small matter — any common magician could 
do as much. I will do more — I will make the thief betray 
himself/' 

*How, oh magician?' asked Noor-ed-Deen, with the suspi- 
cious look which he always wore over anything that he could 
not understand, for which reason this was the prevailing 
expression of his Highness's sublime countenance. 
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* Let the Pillar of the True Faith/ answered George mysteri- 
ously, ' be pleased to descend into the courtyard, and muster 
his servants who are within the palace, every man ; and he 
shall see ! * 

The Bey eagerly assented. His childish curiosity — 
strongly aroused by these mysterious words — was almost as 
powerful as his thirst for vengeance, and their combined 
influence sufl&ced to send him down into the courtyard more 
quickly than he had ever moved before. 

The mustering of the household was speedily done. The 
guardsmen were already under arms, and the Bey had hardly 
seated himself in his place, when the palace servants came 
trooping in. 

Captain Steel, who followed with the rest, suddenly espied 
amid the crowd the wolfish face and scowling eyes of the 
pirate commander, Yoosoof, who, after being richly rewarded 
for his gift of the three valuable prisoners, had been permitted 
to remain at the palace for the night 

' That rogue 's done us a good turn without meaning it,' 
muttered the Englishman, ' same as Joseph's brothers when 
they sold him into Egypt ; but I owe him no thanks, as he '11 
find if ever we meet in fair fight.' 

But the worthy captain was secretly very ill at ease. From 
the talk of those around him, he had already learned that 
George, in his character of magician, had been commissioned 
to discover the thief of the diamond ; and, knowing that his 
son knew nothing of either thief or theft except what he had 
told him, Steel mentally pronounced this affair a worse * fix ' 
than alL 

His first impulse on entering the courtyard was to look 
round for his son, whom he espied under one of the trees 
beside the fountain, holding something that looked like a 
bunch of grass or leaves. Then one of the palace officers 
stepped forward, and marshalled the disorderly crowd into 
a hollow square, which was promptly enclosed with a hedge 
of glittering spears by the stalwart soldiers of the guard. 
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When the bustle had subsided, a freezing silence settled 
down upon the crowded courtyard, as George was seen to 
step forth into the centre of the open space, fronting boldly 
the scores of watchful eyes that followed his every move- 
ment. 

A murmur of terrified amazement circled through the whole 
throng. Having been hitherto seen by only a few of those 
present, and by them only amid the shadowy dimness of the 
audience-hall, it was impossible for any one to tell what truth 
there might be in George's reported possession of one of those 
strings of beads which marked their wearer as a chosen friend 
of the terrible * Sower of the Seed.' But now there was no 
further room for doubt. In the full blaze of the sunshine, 
the mysterious chain, strongly outlined against his snow-white 
robe, was plain to every eye. 

Even the fierce soldiers trembled as they beheld that for- 
midable symbol. Plainly the holder of such an honour could 
be no ordinary magician, and the fact of its having been given 
to an * unbeliever ' heightened tenfold the awe and mystery of 
the affair. One might have heard a pin drop as George 
spoke. 

* Servants of the Prophet ! ' cried he — the interpreter trans- 
lating his words — *ye know that a thief is among you, a shame 
to the court of His Sublime Highness and to all true Moslems. 
That thief I am about to bring to light before you, that ye 
may all see that no evil deed can escape unpunished, however 
cunningly it may be wrought. Let all of you come forward, 
man by man, and let each, as he passeth, take from my hand 
one of these strips of palm-leaf.' 

' It is a decree,' said the Bey ; * let it be done.' 

Timidly and creepingly, the terrified Moors advanced to 
take up, as gingerly as if handling poisonous serpents, the 
harmless leaves, guessing that they were to be somehow 
instiTimental in detecting the thief, though none could 
imagine how. George looked keenly at each as he came up, 
but spoke not a word till all had returned to their places. 
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* Now/ he cried, throwing douhle sternness into his look 
and tone, Met each come forward again in turn, and give 
back into mine hand the leaf that he hath taken ; for know 
ye this assuredly, that the thief, let him do what he may, 
will have the longest strip !' 

*It is an edict!' again exclaimed the Bey, enjoying this 
strange scene like a child. * Hear and obey 1' 

The procession began to file past once more ; but scarcely 
had a dozen gone by, when George Steel sprang forward and 
clutched the throat of the man who had just given up his 
leaf, Yoosoof Ibn Yakoob himself ! 

* He is found /' shouted George. * Behold the thief !' 
The pirate, half-choked by the young athlete's grip, opened 

his mouth to gasp, and out fell the lost diamond ! 

A quick gasp of amazement hissed through the awful 
silence. The Bey's broad, heavy face flushed purple, and 
his eyes glowed like live coals; but his rage was too great for 
words. He clapped his hands thrice, and instantly his fierce 
soldiers darted like wolves upon the wretched culprit, who 
was dragged away, whining in vain for the mercy he had 
never shown. 

* How on earth did you do it, Geordie V said Captain Steel 
to his son, as they sat together in the captain's room an hour 
later. 

* Easy enough. Daddy,' chuckled George, tying up in his 
crimson girdle the gold pieces with which the Bey had 
rewarded his feat. * All the strips were just the same length ; 
and the thief, to make sure of not getting the longest^ bit a 
piece off his, and so got cotched !' 
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CHAPTEK XIV. 

UNDER THE EARTH. 

* [ Jack, I have been wanting you so !' cried 

Dora Steel, as Jack Narborough's tall figure 
smerged from the shrubberies of the governor's 
garden at the hour of his usual visit. ' What 
do you think ? There 's news come from Tunis 

at last ; and just fancy — those horrid people won't give them 

upr 

*0h, they won't, won't they?' growled Jack. * Well, 

mayhap we '11 persuade 'em somehow, same as we persuaded 

t' other chaps to give up our old brig after they *d took her. 

But why won't they give 'em up, my pet 1 Isn't the ransom big 

enough for them greedy gulls V 

* No, it 's not that ; it 's the Bey himself — that 's the king, 
you know. Jack — who 's got hold of them ; and the horrid old 
wretch says he won't take any ransom for 'em, and he means 
to keep 'em for good and all !' 

* Geordie's Morocco chain has had a hand in that job, or I 'm 
a Dutchman!' muttered Jack; * for if they took him for a 
pal of the Sower of the Seed, of course they 'd stick to him 
like pitch. Well, dear,' he added aloud, * suppose we go for 
a walk, and you shall tell me the whole story, and then we '11 
talk it over, and see what 's to be done.* 

The story was soon told, and even to Jack it sounded dis- 
heartening. The Jewish agent of Don Guzman had corn- 
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municated with his brother in Tunis, offering a high ransom 
for George and his parents. But this offer came at an unlucky 
time — namely, just when the impression made upon the weak 
and superstitious tyrant by Mrs Steel's wonderful cure of 
Khanum Zuleika, and George's magic detection of the thief, 
was at its highest point. 

Thus, by a strange and vexatious chance, the courage and 
ingenuity of the captives themselves defeated this benevolent 
attempt to free them. Convinced that in these three 
prisoners he possessed a treasure which no other monarch 
could equal — for Captain Steel's supposed skill in shipbuilding 
had made him as precious as his wife and son to the royal 
jailer — the grasping * Asylum of the Universe * made up what 
he called his mind not to part with his new prizes on any 
consideration. 

Poor Dolly was evidently cast down by this collapse of the 
negotiation from which she had hoped so much ; but her 
companion, so far from appearing discomfited, looked brighter 
as the tale of disaster was told. 

In fact, to our bold and self-reliant hero this seemingly 
hopeless failure was a positive satisfaction. His stout English 
heart had always swelled up fiercely against buying back his 
friends and countrymen from these ruffianly savages, and thus 
paying them a kind of tribute, instead of sweeping them from 
the earth, as they deserved. Moreover, the cruel death of his 
father by the hands of these very men remained for ever 
fresh in his memory ; and his own unpamlleled victory over 
the captors of the Lion^ three against fourteen, made him 
stronger than ever in that thoroughly English belief, tersely 
summed up in the rude couplet then in the mouth of every 
village child in England : 

Fat Turk — Diitchman — skinny Portigee — 
Jolly old Englishmaii '11 lick 'em all three ! 

Thinking thus. Jack could hardly be expected to regret the 
Bey's refusal, except so far as it distressed his little favourite. 
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If the tyrant would not give up his captives peaceably, so 
much the worse for him. In fancy, our hero already saw an 
English squadron sailing into Tunis Bay to lay the pirate city 
in ashes, with himself and his comrades aboard ; and he was 
secretly overjoyed at this removal of all that could tend to 
mar his cherished hope of * giving them blackamoor Turks a 
good thrashing.' 

Dora, however, could hardly be expected to be of the same 
opinion ; and he at once set himself to cheer her. 

* You don't call that bad news, pet ? / should call it very 
good news. Why, just think — instead of being murdered, 
or tortured, or flogged and starved, like all the other prisoners 
that they rascals take, there they are at court, hand-and-glove 
with the king himself, eatin' of the best, with everybody 
a-knucklin' down to 'em, and shakin' in their shoes for fear ! 
Why, if some fairy had offered to grant us a wish, we couldn't 
have set 'em up more ship-shape !' 

The girl's clouded face brightened, and she glanced up, 
with all a child's intense admiration for its chosen hero, at 
the stalwart form and dauntless bearing of her companion, 
whose bold sunburned features, all aglow with that fearless 
self-reliance which was one day to make him famous, seemed 
already to wear the prophetic stamp of the great leader for 
whom no task was too hard. 

* And then, darling,' pursued Jack the Consoler, 'you may 
be sartain of oiie thing, whether the king keeps friends with 
'em or not, there 's not a man in Tunis that '11 dare look 
crooked at 'em while Geordie wears that chain that the Sower 
of the Seed gave us.' 

* Do you think,' hazarded Dora, timidly, * we could find out 
the Sower of the Seed himself, and tell him about it ? He 
could get them free in a minute, for he seems to be a kind of 
Pope among these black people, and makes 'em do just what 
he likes.' 

* I daresay he could ; but I 'm afraid we *re in the same scrape 
as Little Bo-Peep with her sheep — we don't know where to 
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find him. Besides, I don't see they need his help, if they 
can twist that old king round their fingers.' 

* But, you know, Jack,' replied the child, hesitatingly, * they 
are in prison in a sort of way, after alL' 

* Prison /' echoed our hero, with a laugh of cheery defiance ; 
* what 's a prison ? Why, that old blackamoor 's only keepin' 
'em warm for us, like, till we come and fetch 'em. We took 
that brig easy enough, didn't we ? and I should hope one can 
take a town as well as a ship I Just you wait till we get a 
dozen good English men-o'-war in front of that 'ere town, and 
you '11 see what a Moorish prison 's worth against an English 
broadside. Why, I could take it myself with a belaying- 
pm!' 

Dora fully believed he could, and all her dejection passed 
away like a summer cloud before his sturdy confidence. 

'Oh, you are a darling old Jack !' cried she, hugging the 
brawny arm of the young Hercules with her tiny hands ; * I 
don't believe there 's anybody like you anywhere.' 

But just then her attention was suddenly diverted. 

They were now a good way from the house, and had 
reached a spot far above the town, where the great rock 
seemed to shake itself free of the shrubs, trees, and houses 
that clothed its lower ledges, and to tower up against the sky 
in bare and rugged grandeur. Its surface was split by count- 
less clefts, gaping like thirsty mouths beneath the scorching 
glare, from one of which a small gray monkey started up at 
their approach, and flew up the crannied rocks with a shrill 
screech and an impish grimace. 

*0h Jack, did you see that monkey?* cried the child, 
clapping her hands. 

'Shall I catch him for you, dear? I saw which hole he 
went into, and if I can't catch Aim, mayhap I 'U find some of 
his brothers and sisters at home.' 

And he darted up the almost perpendicular rock, as nimbly 
as the monkey itself. 

But apparently Master Jack found something more than he 
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expected, for scarcely had he reached the cleft, when he 
uttered a loud exclamation, and slid down so quickly that 
Dora gave a cry of dismay, thinking he had fallen. 

* Dolly,' cried he, *do you remember what they told us 
about an underground passage inside the rock, going right 
down below the sea ? Well, there is one, sure enough ; and 
I Ve found it!' 

* Have you, really V cried Dora. * Oh, do let me see it I' 
Jack lifted her on one arm, and with the other clawed his 

way up to the clefi Clinging to his strong shoulder, the 
girl, half frightened and half pleased, peered into the dark 
chasm. 

Within lay a gloomy hollow, which, however, had evidently 
another opening, for it was not too dark to prevent her from 
getting a pretty good idea of the interior. It was an under- 
ground passage, high enough to let a man walk upright, and 
evidently tending downwards. 

Suddenly Dora started, and clutched her protector's arm. 

*0h Jack,' said she, in an awe-stricken whisper, *see that 
thing yonder in that dark corner ! Do you think it can be a 
man? It's not a living one, anyhow, for what could any 
man be doing there all alone ? Just fancy, if some one has 
strayed in there, and never found his way out again, and died 
of hunger!' 

Even Jack's bold blood grew chill at this frightful sugges- 
tion, which seemed only too probable, the figure having all 
the appearance of a corpse. But a second glance of our hero's 
sailor-eye told him the truth. 

* It 's only a stone figure, petj' laughed he — * a great big doll 
cut out in the rock, for little girls to play with. I'll be 
bound we '11 find plenty more inside, and plenty of monkeys 
too.' 

*Do you think sol* cried Dora, forgetting her terror in 

a moment. 'Oh, do let's go in and look; it'll be such 
fun!' 

* So we will, dear — only not just this minute. We must go 
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and get Tom and Bill, for it wouldn't be fair to keep all the 
sport to ourselves, you know ; and we must carry a lantern, 
too, not to run foul of something in the dark. It 11 be awkward 
steering in there ; and it ben't good seamanship to run into a 
strange channel without takin' soundings. When the heat o' 
the day comes, and everybody 's asleep, we '11 start for the 
place again, and a fine voyage of discovery we '11 have. But 
be sure you don't tell any living soul what we 've seen, or 
what we 're going to do !' 

This last caution was a sad damper to poor Dolly, who was 
looking forward with great glee to astonishing Donna 
Seraphina with this new discovery, and finding out from her 
all about the mysterious passage. But of course Jack must 
know best ; so the little heroine gave up her anticipated treat 
without a murmur. 

Bill and Tom were as eager for the enterprise as Dolly 
herself, and were ready half an hour before the time, although, 
in obedience to Jack's cautions, they let no one know 
whither they were bound. 

It was a close and breezeless day, and, before noon the 
heat had sent most of the Spaniards to their mid-day nap ; 
the very sentinels, leaning drowsily upon their pikes or 
muskets, seemed half asleep too. Thus there was no one to 
watch our adventurers as they scrambled up the terraces of 
the Rock. 

*Well, I don't see no monkeys,' cried Robinson, peeping 
into the cleft. * I thought this was quite their port of call.' 

* Shove yer head through that 'ere port-hole, Tom,' grinned 
Cleaver, *and they'll tumble up fast enough; trust 'em for 
knowin' their brother /' 

* Ay, and they '11 tumble up all the smarter,' retorted 
Tom, * if I tell 'em their father, Billy the Baboon, is outside 
with a lot o' things he 's stole for 'em !' 

* Stow that, mates,' interposed Jack ; ' we 've no time for 
palavering. Drop down lively, will yer V 

It was not easy for the sturdy lads to squeeze themselves 
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through that narrow cleft ; but they managed it at last, and 
then handed down Dora. 

*Now, Bill,* said Jack, 'light the lantern; and mind 
and shut it tight after youVe done, for folks say that in 
these underground places there 's a sort o' foul air that goes 
bang whenever a light comes near it, and blows everything to 
bits.' 

*Ay, ay, sir,' replied Bill; for, ever since Jack's tem- 
porary command, it had been a favourite joke with his 
comrades to treat him as a real captain. * Tight it is, your 
honour.* 

* Dolly, keep hold of my jacket. -r-Hand over the light. Bill. 
—All ready? Shove off !* 

They * shoved off ' accordingly, in single file. Jack leading, 
lantern in hand ; Dora next, holding tightly by his jacket ; 
Bill just behind her, and Tom following. 

The first thing they met with was the rock-cut statue 
which had scared Dora. It represented an armed man 
dressed as a Spanish cavalier of the fifteenth century, lying 
upon his back, with a broken sword grasped in his hand. 

The minuteness of the carving showed it to have been a 
work. of time, while the almost complete preservation of the 
figure made it equally evident that not more than two or 
three generations had passed since its execution. But just as 
Kobinson was bending to examine it more closely, a shrill, 
unearthly scream broke from the lips of the statue, a hideous 
face started up from the black shadow of the recess, the 
light was dashed from Narborough*s hand, Bill felt a handful 
of his beard torn out by the roots, and something came slap 
into Tom's face, sending him sprawling on his back ! 

Dora screamed; Cleaver, believing himself assailed by 
evil spirits, roared like a bull ; and Kobinson, convinced that 
the statue had come to life to punish their intrusion, lay flat 
on the earth, trembling like a jelly-fish. 

But just then came a roar of laughter, and Jack's voice 
called out : ' Oh mates, you '11 be the death o' me ! To think 
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of yov^ who faced a ship-load of pirates without winking, to 
be scared out of your skins by a monkey P 

* A monkey V echoed his companions. 

'That's all. He was hidin' behind the stattey when we 
came up, and I s'pose our light scared him out. It 's lucky 
he hasn't broke the lantern.' 

Tom picked himself up, sulkily, and Bill looked extremely 
foolish ; but just then they caught sight of something that 
effectually diverted their thoughts. 

Just above the effigy was visible in the rock a Spanish 
inscription, apparently traced with a dagger-point by the 
failing hand of a sick or wounded man. 

* Here Don Enrique de Guzman, Count of Niebla, wounded 
by the Moorish infidels, gave up his soul to God, the 4th 
day of September 1435.' 

* Count of Nieblal* repeated Jack, musingly. '^I seem to 
know his name.' 

Then he recalled what the Spaniards had told him of this 
man's gallant attempt to win Gibraltar from the Moors, and 
how, when all was lost, the brave leader, having fought till 
his last man had fallen, and he himself was mortally 
wounded, crept away into the sanctuary of the eternal* rock, 
to die unmolested by his brutal enemies. 

Such a tale needed nothing to heighten its simple pathos 
in the eyes of the brave Englishman. With an impulse 
worthy of his chivalrous nature, Narborough silently doffed 
his cap. His comrades did the same, and all three saluted, in 
reverent silence, .the resting-place of the dead hero. 
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THB SHADOW OF DEATH. 

RA. had now got over her fright, and was 
?njoying highly the romance of what seemed to 
^ler like a very exciting game of hide-and-seek. 
She laughed at her terrors, and laughed more 
when Jack suggested that the ralonkey had been 

as frightened as they were, and would tell its friends what 

a fright it had had. 

* I Ve heerd them Spanish chaps say as all these monkeys 
go right across to h'Afrikey by this road every year, and back 
the same way. It 'ud be good sport to watch when they 
start, and tramp over with 'em 1' said Bill. 

* Or cotch one, and make him sarve as a guide,' added Tom. 
'Well, anyhow,' cried Narborough, * folks say when the 

Moors first came into Spain, they came this way — just like 
one of their mean piratical tricks, sneaking across under the 
sea, instead of coming out and fighting in the open, like 
honest men ! — Now, boys, let 's be off again.* 

Down, down, down they went into the eternal darkness; 
even their cautious steps sounded unnaturally loud amid the 
grim silence of those sunless catacombs, which was unbroken 
by any sound except the ghostly tick, tick, tick of the 
heavy drops that fell from the wet, slimy roofl As they 
plunged deeper into the gloom, a freezing silence sank over 
that merry band. Not a jest, not a laugh was heard ; no one 
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even ventured to speak. In the black depths of that living 
tomb, all talk, all laughter, seemed to wither in the grasp of 
eternal silence and night ; and, almost touching one another 
though they were, each of the four felt utterly and terribly 
alone. 

And now, strange and awful shapes began to rise around 
them in the dim lantern-light. Graping jaws hungered for 
their life — clawed hands were thrust out to seize them — 
coiling snakes reared their heads threateningly — and monstrous 
faces, doubly hideous from their very indistinctness, grinned 
and gnashed from gloomy hollows. 

Poor Dora found her hold of Narborough's jacket quite 
insufi&cient to keep at bay these multiplied horrors; and, 
slipping her warm little hand into that of her champion, she 
clung to it more tightly as the gloom deepened and the 
surrounding goblins grew more terrific 

All at once, as they came round one of the countless zig- 
zags of this weird road, right across their path lay the vast 
shaggy bulk and short clumsy limbs of a huge black bear ! 
DoUy was beginning to show unequivocal signs of 'turning 
tail,' when Jack reassured her by tapping the monster's head, 
to show that it too was merely a statue like the rest. 

Scrambling over the back of this harmless enemy, they 
picked their way cautiously forward over the wet, slippery 
floor. Jack was just holding up the lantern to see what lay 
in front, when he stopped short, and burst into a loud laugh, 
which sounded so strange in that fearful dungeon, that his 
companions started as if shot. 

Honest Jack, however, had certainly cause for his mirth. 
Just at this point the tunnel widened into a circular cave. 
From the roof hung numbers of ponderous stalactites several 
feet long, exactly like huge hams, sausages, rashers of bacon, 
&c., with the very shades of alternate fat and lean ! 

After the chilling horrors of the haunted passage, this 
sudden absurdity was such an overwhelming relief, .that all 
four laughed till the gloomy chamber rang again. 
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'Well,' cried Bill, 'it's werry nice to find a free break- 
fast all ready for us. Out knives, boys, and fall-to ; Heaven 
helps them as helps themselves P 

* It 's rayther hard on Mr Bear to lie on the door-step all 
day, and never git a scrap o' meat throwed to him. — Here, old 
chap — good bear, then — come and have a bit o' sassage !' 

' Mayhap they have butchers* bears 'stead of butchers' dogs 
in these 'ere parts !' 

*0r they keeps him to draw the meat-cart, 'stead of a 
'orse!' 

'Wouldn't this be a fine place to shut up some greedy 
lubber as was always a-wantin' more'n his allowance ? Fancy 
bein' boxed up with all them good things afore yer nose, and 
not a bite to be got off one of 'em !' 

'I'm right sorry your brother ben't here, dear,' said 
Jack to Dora ; ' it would be prime sport for him /' 

* No such luck, poor lad ; he 's where there ben't a bit o' 
good honest pork to be had,' said Bill, sadly. 

This adventure literally killed all the mystery and horror 
of their journey; the sunless caverns echoed with their 
rough-hewn jests and laughter. Even Dora laughed gleefully 
when they plunged again into the darkness, and snapped her 
fingers defiantly as new monsters scowled at them on either 
side. 

Suddenly the tunnel seemed to split in two, one passage 
winding away to the right, while the other sloped steeply 
downward to the left. At this cross-way our explorers 
halted. 

'Afrikey seven miles!' cried Bill, as if reading a finger- 
post. 

' Why don't they paint up the names of these 'ere streets, 
and where they go to? We ought to complain to the 
'thorities about it I' chuckled Tom. 

* Well, mates,' said Jack, straining his eyes down the right- 
hand corridor, ' I 'd say this is just about the last of it, for I 
see a glimmer o' daylight at the end of that starboard 
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channel. Seems to me our best plan 's to get quietly out, and 
take care nobody sees us.' 

* Oh, cUmH let 's go yet !* cried Dora ; * it 's such fun ! 
Besides, there 's the other passage to see yet ; let 's find out 
where it goes to !* 

* Bless the brave little lass!' muttered Bill; * she's as 
perse wering as a toothache !* 

*But you must be tired, Dolly dear,' urged Jack; *and 
this passage may go on for miles, you know !' 

*No, I'm not tired — not a bit! Let's go as far as we 
can; and if we havn't time to go all the way to Africa, 
we '11 come back and do it another time.* 

*Hold hard!' cried Jack, checking his impetuous little 
charge. * That 's not the port to run into without taking our 
bearings first ! As like as not, there 's a precipice or a under- 
ground river down there, and if we run into it without 
looking-out ahead, we '11 all be in Davy Jones's locker afore 
we can say " roast-goose." Let 's take an observation. I don't 
much like the looks of the place myself.' 

So saying, he held up his lantern, which lighted up a scene 
amply justifying his forebodings. 

Bending sharply to the left, the passage plunged down- 
ward to a low, dark, narrow archway, beaded with dropping 
water. Just within it, one on either side, stood two tall 
human forms, swathed in long white shrouds, and looking so 
like risen corpses that even our iron-nerved hero — though 
knowing what they really were— could not repress a 
shudder. 

Jack was about to warn his companions against any farther 
advance in this direction, when Dora, delighted to have a 
chance of showing that she was not to be easily frightened, 
cried : * Come along ! /'ll be first in ! ' 

And, darting down the steep incline, she vanished into the 
gloom of the fatal archway. 

* Dolly, Dolly, come back!' shouted our hero. *You 
mustn't go there by yourself ! Come back this minute !' 

J 
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But there was no answer. 

Jack snatched the lantern, and with one bound flung 
himself headlong into the gulf of blackness in which his little 
pet had disappeared. 

Ha ! what was this strangling pressure on his throat, 
choking his labouring lungs, and crushing his strength like the 
grasp of a giant ? Was he bewitched, or in the clutch of a 
demon 1 or was it the foul air of which he had spoken ? 
Quick as lightning he tore the handkerchief from his neck, 
and pressed it tightly over his mouth and nostrils, not a 
moment too soon. 

At his feet, dimly visible, lay something white and still. 
Snatching up the senseless child — for it was she — he dashed 
blindly out of the deadly cavern into the purer air beyond. 
But scarcely had his comrades time to clutch him and drag 
him up the incline, with Dora in his arms, when he 
fainted. 

• • • • • • 

* All right. Bill — he 's coming-to, thank God !* 

* Thank God! I did think, for one minute, 'twas all up 
with him !' 

* Dora V was Jack's first word. 

* She 's all right,' said Tom ; and the child flung her tiny 
arms round her deliverer's neck. 

* Oh Jack, dear Jack ! I thought I 'd killed you ! ' sobbed 
the little penitent ' Scold me as much as ever you like ! I 
deserve it — I do indeed !' 

*/ won't scold you, darling,' said Jack, returning her 
caresses. * But how did you get off so well ? You were in it 
longer than me.' 

* Well, I take it,' cried Bill, * 'twas all her luck in tumbling 
down d'reckly she got in; for I've heerd miners say that 
foul air always rises^ and if you gits below it, and keeps yer 
face to the ground, you weather it a deal better.' 

Even Dora's ardour for new discoveries was now cooled ; 
and, by a kind of tacit agreement, they made straight for the 
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gleam of daylight at the end of the right-hand passage, and, 
wriggling through the mass of briers that choked it^ found 
themselves on a sloping platform close to the sea, a mile 
beyond the town. 

'Now, mates,' said Jack, after satisfying himself that no 
one had seen them, * I Ve got an idea 'bout that tunnel, and I 
want you to promise to say nothing of it to anybody.' 

* All right, cap'n,' cried Bill ; * mum 's the word.* 

* Mum 's the word,' echoed Tom. 

From that day, however, Narborough seemed to take a 
strange interest in the secret passage, constantly tramping up 
to the cleft by which they had entered, as if — said Bill — * he 
was afeard o' the cave bein' stolen ;' and he did so by night 
as well as by day, wishing apparently to know his way 
thither even in the dark. 
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CHAPTER XV I. 

RAISING THK DEAD. 

IjHE Bey of Tunis, though an utter fool, was 
sharp enough where his personal interests were 
concerned. Of his three Christian prisoners, 
twa had already done him good service, one 
as a doctor, the other as a magician; and, 
moreover, they had saved him a good round sum, the thrifty 
Bey having taken back the money paid for them to poor 
Yoosoof, before putting him to death. 

Two out of the three having proved so profitable, the Bey 
made up his mind that Captain Steel should be turned to 
account likewise, by bringing into play the shipbuilding 
skill with which he was credited. 

Fortunately for the captain, his father had been a ship- 
carpenter, and he himself knew enough of that craft to pass 
muster with a critic like the Bey. In fact, this project was 
welcome to the daring Englishman, as giving him an opening 
for the execution of a new plan. 

The worthy Bey took care to say nothing to his captives 
of the offer made for their ransom by Don Guzman's agent 
He rightly judged that any hope of escape would make 
them less inclined to accommodate themselves to his plans ; 
and therefore, after meeting the Jew's offers with a flat 
refusal, His Sublime Highness dismissed him with a gracious 
hint that if he did not wish to be impaled on the spot, he 
had better hold his tongue. 
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But while he was closing one source of information, another 
was opening in a different quarter. A few days later, a 
Morocco corsair brought news of the sale at Ceuta of nine 
Moorish prisoners, taken out of an English brig called the 
Lion, retaken and brought into Gibraltar Roads by some 
English lads who had been left aboard with the Moorish 
crew. 

This news soon reached the Steels ; and the captain rejoiced 
as much at the rescue of his ^ good old brig * as at that of 
his daughter. 

But the tidings had another interest for the imprisoned 
family. Their capture and place of detention would now 
be known ; their own lives were safe in the meantime ; and 
their friends at home might be expected to effect their 
liberation ere long, for they never dreamed of their royal 
jailer having just declared positively that no ransom should 
tempt him to give them up ! 

But Steel was not one to trust to chances, especially for 
the freeing of himself and his wife and son from slavery 
among pirates. If his liberation should be effected by others, 
well and good ; but the stout Englishman was none the less 
bent upon doing his best to liberate himself. 

The first thing was obviously to * throw dust in the eyes 
of the Moors,' by pretending to be quite contented. Nor 
did this require much effort now, for Mrs Steel, being assured 
of Dora's safety, felt quite cheerful, and George thought his 
rdle of magician the finest fun in the world. 

The captain's next move was to give his royal master a 
novel proof of his reported powers of shipbuilding. Skilful 
with his knife, he carved from a block of wood a toy 
brigantine, rigged her, adorned her with tinsel, in imitation 
of the gilded stems of Moorish corsairs, hoisted the Tunisian 
flag at the peak, and handed her to Geoige, who, on his next 
summons to the Bey, offered him this gift in his father's 
name. 

Never was any present better timed. The tyrant had 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



150 RAISING THE DBAD. 

nothing to amuse him just then, having lately hung his best 
juggler for some fancied ofFence, lost his pet monkey by 
indigestion, and had his favourite parrot poisoned through 
partaking too freely of a pot of white paint. Having vainly 
endeavoured to soothe his grief over the dead bird — which 
expended its last breath in calling its royal master a fool, 
and trying to bite his thumb off — ^by beheading the painter 
who had left the pot there, and hanging the slave in charge 
of the parrot, his Highness was on the lookout for some 
other amusement, when Steel's gift turned up. 

The Bey — whose estimable character combined the ferocity 
of a brute with the caprices of a baby — was in raptures. 
Having examined and pulled the toy about to his heart's 
content, he actually waddled down to the garden, and 
launched it upon one of the marble tanks — ^in which dignified 
occupation the prime-minister, who had come to speak with 
him on affairs of state, surprised his royal master, and himself 
likewise. 

But the worthy minister was still more surprised when 
the Bey, delighted at having somebody to help him with 
his game, sent round his visitor to the other side of the 
tank, and set him to blow with all his might into the sails 
of the toy ship, to drive it across, while he himself, as soon 
as it came over, blew it back again. Had a stranger seen 
these two fat gray-bearded men, squatting on their knees, 
with cheeks puffed out, and blowing a toy boat backwards 
and forwards across a tank — and had that stranger been told 
that one of these overgrown babies was the king and the 
other the prime-minister — he would certainly have thought 
Tunis queerly governed, as indeed it was. 

To the poor minister, however, this fun was grievous 
earnest; for, being fatter and shorter of breath' than the 
Bey himself, he was soon at the last gasp, while compelled 
to look as if he enjoyed the sport immensely. 

But relief came unexpectedly. The ship being left 
suddenly becalmed by the failure of the Bey*s breath and 
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that of his assistant simultaneously, the Pillar of the True 
Faith leaned forward to give the vessel a push, and losing 
his balance, fell splash into the water ! 

Had it been deep enough to drown him, the minister 
would probably have let him be; for, like most people 
who had anything to do with the Bey, he hated his royal 
master like poison. But as it was, the worthy premier, 
terrified at the thought of how the Bey might avenge his 
humiliation upon its one spectator, clutched the kicking and 
spluttering monarch, and essayed to haul him out. But all 
he did was to tumble in after him ; and there they splashed 
and floundered together, while their turbans and yellow 
slippers bobbed about on the surface like some new species 
of water-lily. 

But help was at hand. George had witnessed the scene 
from the gallery overhead, and seeing matters getting serious, 
he clambered over the balustrade, dropped with sailor-like 
nimbleness into the garden, heedless of the great height, 
and promptly dragged out of their tank the royal hippo- 
potamus and his colleague. 

For one moment the young hero felt a thrill of dismay 
at the thought of the consequences which this affair might 
have for his father, whose gift had been its innocent cause. 
But happily the Bey was too much amused at the queer 
figure cut by the fat old minister in his dripping clothes, 
to trouble himself about his own mishap ; and the pleasure 
given by this new toy far outweighed the annoyance of 
his ducking. 

When George was summoned to the royal presence an 
hour later, His Sublime Highness — who certainly had not 
looked very sublime while floundering in the tank — seemed 
in high good-humour, and none the worse for his soaking. 

* Christian,' said he, with a searching glance, *thou hast 
perilled thy life for mine; yet there be those who say it 
is in thy heart to kill me.' 

* Whatever men speak thus,' replied the lad, coolly. 
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* assuredly they account me the greatest fool in His Highness's 
dominions.' . 

* Why so V asked the puzzled Bey. 

* Were a man struggling amid stormy waves, with but one 
rope to hold him up, would he do well to sever it V 

*0f a truth, no,* answered Noor-ed-Deen, looking more 
puzzled than ever. 'But thou talkest in parables; speak 
plainly.' 

* Ever since the sun of Your Highness's favour hath shone 
upon me. Your Highness* s courtiers are ready to tear me in 
pieces; and were I to slay him who is my sole protec- 
tion against their hatred, I should indeed be a father of 

folly.' 

The tyrant approvingly laughed; for this argument was 
one which his selfish spirit could appreciate. Had George 
professed warm attachment to him, and readiness to face 
any risk for his sake, the despot — who had heard similar 
protestations too often not to know what they were worth — 
would have laughed in his face, and wondered that the 

* unbeliever ' should be so foolish as to tell such clumsy lies. 
But when the boy spoke of his own safety being bound up 
in that of his patron, he talked a language that the Bey 
fully understood. 

*Well spoken, by the holy cave of Mount Hara! My 
courtiers are dogs, who speak against thee out of envy, 
because, they cannot do wonders as thou dost. Fear them 
not; while thou art true to me, my protection shall not 
fail. Go, send hither thy father ; I would speak with him.' 

Captain Steel's interview with the Bey was a long one, 
but seemed satisfactory, for his face was radiant when he 
returned. 

* Here 's another breeze o' good luck,' cried he to his son. 
' We 've all got prefarment at court now, and I '11 be bound 
them blackamoor courtiers wish us at the bottom of the bay 
for takin' the wind out o' their sails. Here's your mother 
head-physician, you head-magician, and now /'m going to 
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be head-shipbuilder and First Lord o' the Pirate h' Admiralty, 
and the mischief knows what ! ' 

*01d Billy don't bear you any grudge for his ducking, 
thenr 

*Not he! he's as pleased as Punch. He wants me to 
build him a brigantine like that toy 'un, and to-morrow we '11 
go down to the dockyard, and get everything ship-shape for 
the job. Seems to me the old Turk 's not so black as he *s 
painted, arter all!' 

The captain's appointment was confirmed that evening; 
and, next day, he and his son accompanied the Bey himself 
— ^with several officers and a detachment from his bodyguard 
— to the Goletta dockyard, which was formally placed at 
Captain Steel's disposal, and a gang of native carpenters 
put under his orders. 

But now occurred a difficulty which the captain had fore- 
seen, and upon which he calculated to promote the success 
of his secret plans. The Moorish craftsmen, learning who 
their new head was, refused point-blank. Their lives, they 
said, were in the hands of the Asylum of the tJniverse, and 
he might take them if he would; but never would they 
dishonour the true faith by serving under an * infidel Frank.' 

His Highness was at a nonplus. Under other circum- 
stances, the corpses of the objectors would have been blacken- 
ing in the sun before they had done speaking ; but even he 
shrank from attempting coercion in such a case. He knew 
well that the slightest insult to their religion would arouse 
his ferocious subjects against him as one man, and that even 
the savage guards, by whose aid he had quelled more than 
one outbreak, would turn upon him with the rest. The 
tyrant saw that he must find some other way to achieve his 
purpose ; and one of his officers was ready with a suggestion. 

* The Asylum of the Universe has among the infidels who 
are his slaves many as skilful in handling axe and mallet 
as these true believers. Let a gang be picked for the Frank 
captain among his fellow-unbelievers, and so shall His High- 
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ness make these dogs labour for him as befits them, and 
spare the toil of the Faithful.* 

The Bey gave orders accordingly; and, next morning, 
Steel found at his disposal a strong muster of English, 
Dutch, and Spanish slaves, including the four survivors of 
his crew, who were overjoyed to be under his orders again. 

* Now, Geordie, we 're on the right course at last,' whispered 
the captain to his son, when the latter came to the dockyard 
two days later, the father having craftily stipulated that the 

* magician * should be sent now and then to bless the work. 

* If nothing goes wrong, it won't be long, please God, afore 
we're back in Old England.' 

* What V cried George ; * are you really thinking of ' 

* Have I ever thought of anything else, since we got into 
this den of thieves? We've saved our oim skins, but I'd 
sooner be flogged twice a day all the year round, than look 
on at what's bein* done here every day to them that's 
Christians like ourselves ! That 's one reason why I 'm glad 
to have got this gang together, for the poor fellows won't 
be thrashed like dogs under my orders, anyhow; but I tell 
ye, if I don't git a chance soon to slip off and tell our lads 
at home what 's bein' done to Christian folk by these villains, 
and stir 'em up to stop it, I '11 go stark mad I' 

*But how's it to be done?' asked the boy. *If there's 
anything / can do, just tell me, and I '11 do it, if it 's to set 
the palace on fire, or knock old Billy's head off!' 

*Well, it may come to that afore all's done, but we'd 
best try the quiet way first. Here 's my plan. I 've got a 
good handful of men here, all stout chaps, and ready to do 
anything for liberty; the only thing that wants doin' to 
them is to get their chains off, which can be done easy when 
the time comes. Then you, bein' a magician, can come 
down whenever you like to give us your blessing, so 
there'll be no trouble in gittin' hold o' you when you're 
wanted.' 

*And 'twas old Billy himself that sent me this time,' 
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laughed George, * for fear I should forget ! They 're a-playin' 
our game for us first-rate.' 

*They played it for us to some purpose when they sent 
us to this dockyard. Yonder, in the town, we'd still have 
heen inside that bar;* and he pointed to the pale yellow 
line athwart the rich blue of the bay, severing the vast 
shallow lagoon from the deeper water beyond. * Xow, down 
here at Goletta, we're right on blue water, with nothin' 
'twixt us and the open sea ; and wherever there 's blue water, 
there 's a road for an English sailor.' 

* Aha ! I begin to see what you 're at. But how about 
mother ? She 's shut up in the palace, and even / never see 
her except when she walks in the garden ; she 's never been 
outside the gate since we first came.' 

*Well, we must get up some story of my being sick or 
hurt, and no one but her being able to cure me. The old 
Billy '11 send her fast enough then; and once she's here, 
we'll knock the chains off our chaps, grab whatever arms 
we can, seize one o' them Arab boats in the dark, and be 
off to Malta. What d' ye say to that plan ?' 

* First-rate 1 When shall we try it? /'m ready.* 

* Not just yet, for, of all things, we mustn't begin too soon. 
We 'd best keep dark, and be friendly with them blackamoors, 
for fear they'd smell a rat; what you've got to do is to 
try your best to please old Billy, though I know it goes 
agin the grain for any honest Englishman to be civil to a 
thieving Turk.' 

* Then you '11 do nothing yet ?' 

'Nothing but git on with old Billy's new vessel; and I 
mean to push ahead with that, for I know it'll please him 
mightily. The next time you come down you'll see some- 
thing.' 

The captain little dreamed how prophetically he spoke. 
George did * see something,' on his next visit, widely different 
from anything that either he or his father foresaw. 

Three days later, the Bey — who sent daily to know how 
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his brigantine was getting on, and was vastly pleased with 
the reports brought back — ordered his young magician tx> 
go and add the help of his skill to that of the workmen. 
This was just what George wished, and off he went, escorted 
by two armed troopers. 

As they neared Goletta, the lad was surprised, and some- 
what alarmed, to hear a great uproar in the direction of the 
dockyard. Men were shouting, children screaming, dogs 
barking; and through the clouds of dust that came rolling 
along the highway he caught glimpses of a large crowd in 
violent agitation, from which broke the fatal cry that always 
heralds bloodshed in Moslem cities. 

* Deen ! deen ! (the faith, the faith !) Death to the un- 
believers !' 

George had heard that shout before, and nothing more was 
needed to send him at a hard gallop to the scene of action. 

Quick as he was, he came only just in time. A rabble of 
half-naked Arab beggars, porters, fishermen, fruit-hawkers, and 
thieves were surging and howling round the yard-gate, which 
had just been shut in their faces. Through its bars could be 
seen Captain Steel's workmen, drawn up in a compact mass, 
armed with hatchets, iron crows, or heavy mallets. Though 
but a handful compared with the swarming mob outside, their 
sturdy frames and sternly resolute faces showed that their 
assailants would have no easy task. 

Evidently the gate could not long resist the heavy blows of 
the assailants, and it was already yielding, when high above 
the din rose a clatter of hoofs, and a hoarse shout : 

* Way for the servant of His Sublime Highness 1 way for 
the great magician !' 

The sudden appearance of the life-guard uniform produced 
a visible impression upon the rioters, and when George was 
recognised, his triple importance as a magician, a court 
favourite, and the friend of the formidable * Sower of the 
Seed,' made the crowd part before him like water, and he 
rode up to the gate unopposed. 
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* Hullo, Daddy ! ' cried he through the bars. * What 's it all 
about r 

* It was all the fault of that lubber yonder,' answered Steel, 
pointing to a wild, half-clad figure in the coarse black camers- 
hair cloak of a dervish (religious devotee), lying seemingly 
lifeless, just within the gate. * He came up and began beg- 
ging, and when I wouldn't give him anything, he abused me 
like a dog, and at last chucked a handful of dirt in my face. 
Well, then my blood got up, and I gave him one on the ear, 
and he dropped as if I 'd shot him. Then these chaps sang 
out "Murder !" and flew at me, and the row began.' 

George looked grave. He knew the fanatical reverence of 
all Moslems for the filthy, lazy rogues whom their superstition 
regarded as *holy men,' and saw that the matter would need 
very careful handling. 

* Are you sure he is dead V asked he. 

* He seems so ; but it puzzles me to think how one slap of 
my open hand could kill him.' 

* Your open hand ? Oho ! it wasn't your fist, then V 

* No. I didn't think it worth while taking my fist to a 
shrimp like him!' 

*H'm!' said his son, musing, 'there's something t/p here, 
Daddy. Let 's have a look.' 

Stationing his guards, one on each side of the entrance, 
George called to the mob : 

* Fear not, friends ; justice shall be done. Let the gate be 
thrown open, and let two of you come forward to place this 
holy corpse where all men may see it.* 

Two men came up with a readiness that struck the shrewd 
lad as suspicious. Steel opened the gate, and the volunteers, 
lifting the prostrate form, laid it just outside the yard. 

But it did not escape George's keen eye that these zealous 
assistants remained standing, one on each side of the body, as 
if to keep any one from approaching it, and he at once advanced 
toward them. 

*Back, back, infidel !' cried both Moors at once, with great 
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excitement ; * no unbeliever shall profane with his touch the 
corpse of a holy dervish !* 

* I have no wish to touch him,* retorted George, eyeing the 
holy man's foul rags and grimy skin ; * nor is it needful. If 
there be any trick here, I, the magician, can detect it without 
that.' 

A perceptible uneasiness showed itself on the faces of both 
men at the last words ; but George, affecting not to notice it, 
turned away from them, and looked fixedly at the body. 

At sight of its face he started slightly, and turning to his 
father, whispered : 

* Dad, have you any 'baccy V 

' Of course,' replied Captain Steel, producing his pouch. 

* Help yourself.* 

His son took a large piece, and, closing his hand tightly 
over it, faced toward the expectant throng, and cried : 

* Children of Tunis the Noble I ye have done well to defend 
what ye thought the body of a pious dervish ; it is no blame 
to you to have been deluded by false magic !' 

A murmur of amazement buzzed through the crowd, and 
all eyes were bent upon the speaker, who continued, with 
impressive sternness : 

* lAars are among you, servants of the Prophet — prowling 
dogs, who would have deceived you into shedding innocent 
blood. But / am here, and the true magic shall confound the 
false ! Ye take this man for a holy dervish, and lo ! he is 
but a servant of the palace. Ye think him dead, and lo ! he 
is alive,^ 

'Alive?' echoed a hundred voices. 

* My tongue hath spoken it ! ' said George, majestically. 
'Wonder not, friends — your own eyes shall see the truth. 
Hearken, thou that liest here,' he added, addressing the body. 

* If thou art indeed a holy man, let nothing disturb thy repose ; 
but if thou art an impostor, who hath laughed at the beards 
of the Faithful with lies, I command thee, confess thy deceit 
by giving signs of life.' 
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And he dexterously let fall a huge pinch of the powdered 
tobacco right into the upturned nostrils of the deceased ! 
The dead man instantly exploded into a succession of sneezes 
that made the air ring. 

Amid a deafening roar of mingled rage and laughter, the 
detected impostor sprang to his feet and darted away, his 
two confederates taking to their heels with equal prompti- 
tude. But the rascals were not to escape so easily. A hail 
of missiles came whistling round their devoted heads, and all 
three had to run the gantlet of a perfect storm of blows and 
kicks. A vicious dog helped himself to a fair six inches of 
the pretended dervish's ragged clothing, and a second dog 
took the liberty of biting a most satisfactory mouthful out of 
his left leg. 

*They chaps won't be in a hurry to play tricks on an 
Englishman again,' chuckled George. *'Twas lucky. Dad, 
that I 'd seen a juggler at the palace play that game of sham- 
ming dead, and so I was up to the dodge. All three of 'em 
were servants from the palace, and I knew their precious faces 
in a minute. Take my word for it, this whole business has 
been got up by them blackamoor courtiers of old Billy's to 
get you and me into a row ; but they haven't got much by 
their tricks this time, anyhow.* 
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A HARD RUN. 

' D news for you, cap *n/ cried Bill Cleaver 

Jack Narborough. 'Master Smithson*s 

3t got word from England that a sailor 

10 'd 'scaped from the claws of them 

_ irkish pirates has gone straight to old Noll 

Cromwell, and told him all the villainies of the heathens 

upon Christian folk, and Noll 's sending h'Admiral Blake to 

Tunis with a big fleet — think o' that ! — to make 'em give up 

all their prisoners, or blow the place about their ears.' 

* Thank God !' said Jack ; *it 's just what I 've been wishing 
all along.' 

*And that ben't all,' added Bill. * Who d'ye think this 
man was ? Why, our old pal, Bob Brooke of Avonmouth, 
as was prisoner with me on that corsair J' 

* Just like him !' cried Jack. * Hurrah for old Bob !' 

In fact, no news could have been more welcome. Captain 
Steel and his family seemed likely to be freed without paying 
a penny of ransom to the pirates. The cruel oppression which 
had destroyed his own father and many more was about to be 
stopped, and there was a hope that their own weary detention 
in this foreign land would soon be over ; for Jack was resolved 
that, when once an English fleet came in sight of Gibraltar, 
they would reach it somehow, even if they had to swim. 

He had long suspected that their detention was not wholly 
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accidental. That the governor would actually venture to 
keep them against their will was not likely ; but still, if Don 
Guzman really wished to send them home, it would be easy 
to signal one of the passing English traders, and put them 
aboard. It was plain that Donna Seraphina was so fond of 
Dora that, if she did not actually hinder their departure, she 
would do nothing to help it ; and there was no doubt that, if 
they meant to get clear of Spain, they must manage it them- 
selves. 

For some time Jack had been planning to seize a boat some 
dark night, and coast westward either to some town in 
Portugal, or to the Portuguese settlement of Tangier, which 
was actually in sight of Gibraltar. The Portuguese authori- 
ties could have no motive for detaining them, and would be 
likely to treat them kindly not only for their feats against the 
Moors, but also as fugitives from the hated Spaniards ; for 
the traditional enmity between the two races had been em- 
bittered by Spain's forcible possession of Portugal during the 
past half-century, and Jack had heard no saying more fre- 
quently in Gibraltar than the bitter old Spanish proverb, 
* Strip a Spaniard of all his virtues, and you have a good 
Portuguese.' 

This plan, however, was too desperate to be tried except in 
the last extremity. Apart from the risk to Dora from ex- 
posure in an open boat for hours, or even days, they had to 
take into account the danger of being swamped by a squall, 
or failing to reach their intended port, and being driven ashore 
on the African coast, to meet a cruel death, or slavery, more 
cruel still. But so intolerable was this long inaction to these 
energetic lads, that they had almost decided upon hazarding 
the attempt, when the news of the coming English squadron 
changed all their plans. 

*Well, Dolly dear,' said Jack that evening, 'aren't you 
glad Admiral Blake 's coming with his fleet to get father and 
mother and George out of prison V 

* Oh, I Icnew he 'd come soon — you told me so, you know,* 
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replied Dora, quite ready to believe that even the despatch of 
Blake's squadron was due somehow to the all-powerful influ- 
ence of her wonderful Jack. * When he comes, we 11 go with 
him and see him do it. Won't it he fine ? But I Ve got some- 
thing else to tell you about What do you think 1 there 's 
going to be a race between a Spaniard and an Arab the day 
after to-morrow, before the governor and all the grand people, 
and I want you to run too, and beat 'em both, for the honour 
of the English flag.' 

Jack's eyes sparkled, for a trial of pluck and muscle was 
always welcome to ^im, and his English blood was fired by 
the thought of contesting the prize of strength and speed, 
before the eyes of foreigners, with a * garlic-eating Spaniard * 
and a * heathen Turk.' 

* But suppose I 'm beaten, pet V 

* You canH be beaten !* cried the child, indignantly ; * you 're 
an Englishman, so of course you can heat everybody /' 

Patriotic as Jack was, his patriotism did not go quite so far. 
But he had a well-founded reliance upon the marvellous agility 
that had won him his name of * Spring-heeled Jack,' while his 
constant scampering up and down the hill had kept him in 
splendid training. Altogether, he felt pretty confident, and, 
though checked for an instant by the thought that, if he were 
beaten, the credit of English muscle might suffer in the eyes 
of Spaniards, he finally determined to try. 

The race, it appeared, was to be run on that side of the 
Gibraltar Peninsula facing toward Spain, and Donna Seraphina 
herself was to give the prize — a silver-mounted dagger and a 
purse of twenty gold doubloons. 

* The money 's neither here nor there,' said Jack, proudly ; 
* but, for the honour of Old England, I '11 have a try.' 

When Don Guzman received the application of * Sefior Don 
Juan ' to be allowed to enter for the race, he was not wholly 
pleased. The governor's soldier-eye had long since noted 
Jack's wonderful speed and agility, and the thought that this 
' heretic Briton ' might wrest the prize from Spain was not 
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agreeable. But he was too true a gentleman to deny a fair 
field to any one who claimed it, and he at once gave the 
required permission. 

The news soon got abroad, and made a great stir. Jack 
was already a favourite with the Spaniards, and had the 
Arab runner been his only rival, he would have had the best 
wishes of every soul in Gibraltar. But no true Spaniard 
could be expected to hope for the defeat of his own country- 
man ; and the general wish was that the Spaniard might beat 
the Englishman, and the Englishman beat the Moor. 

But when Cleaver and Robinson heard what was afoot, 
their excitement knew no bounds. They would hardly let 
Jack out of their sight during the twenty-four hours preced- 
ing the contest, lest he should sprain his ankle, hurt his foot, 
or otherwise disable himself. They pressed upon him all 
kinds of extraordinary specifics, one-half of which would have 
made him ill for a month. They asked him a dozen times in 
an hour whether he felt all right, and stole up to watch him 
in his sleep, the night before the match, like a mother 
hanging over her sick child. As for Dora, she was perfectly 
frantic ; and poor Donna Seraphina, her chief companion, had 
a very hard time. 

The day came at last, and, hours before the time, hundreds 
of excited spectators were on the scene of action. Seats had 
been placed beneath the shade of a projecting rock for Don 
Guzman and the other grandees; and around these, at a 
respectful distance, clustered the mass of the crowd, while 
others posted themselves at different points of the course 
itself, so as to have a view of the runners as they passed. 

The first to appear was the Arab, whose scanty clothing — 
a cotton waist-cloth and white turban— revealed the won- 
derful symmetry of a frame gaunt and sinewy as a wolf- 
hound, every limb seeming tough as whip-cord, and almost as 
pliable. He greeted the governor with a graceful Oriental 
salute, and then stood motionless, taking no heed of the 
crowd or their remarks. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



166 A HARD RUN. 

A moment later, a shout of * Viva Diego Vasqucz !' greeted 
the Spanish champion, who came through the forest of faces 
with, a jaunty step and a confident smile. His striped shirt, 
close-fitting calzoneros (breeches), and smart Spanish hat gave 
him a dandified air ; but his scarlet sash was drawn tightly 
round his waist in a way that * meant business.' 

Though not taller than the Arab, Vasquez looked much 
larger, owing to his strong make, and his carrying more 
flesh than his bony rival ; but the panther-like ease of every 
movement showed him equal in agility to the wiry Moor 
himself. The lookers-on, who had been damped by the 
Moslem's athletic aspect, brightened at the splendid * fitness * 
of thei7' champion, and uttered a lusty shout of *Viva 
Espan.a!' (hurrah for Spain), while Don Guzman himself 
answered Diego's bow with an encouraging wave of the 
hand. 

Last came Jack — escorted by Bill and Tom — in light 
*duck* breeches and white shirt, to the breast of which 
Dora had patriotically affixed the red cross of St George. 
When the child — snugly ensconced in Donna Seraphina's 
lap — caught sight of her hero, she clapped her tiny hands, 
and called out : * Hurrah, Jack ! Come along, and beat 'em 
welir 

The loud laugh at the little woman's enthusiasm was 
followed by a dead hush as the three champions ranged 
themselves side by side, ready for the signal. 

The proposed run was a sufficiently hard one. First came 
a rocky incline, sloping steeply downward to the sea. 
Beyond this lay the flat isthmus connecting Gibraltar with 
the mainland, after which came a broad level tract of deep, 
soft sand, toilsome enough even for a walk. 

On this flat stood a stout post, bearing a small Spanish 
flag. Round this post the runners were to wheel, and 
return by the same route to their starting-point; and thus 
the last part of the run would be all up hill ! 

The signal was given, and, amid a hoarse clamour of voices, 
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the three motionless figures were seen to dart forward, and 
the race began. 

To the Spaniards' delight, and Dora's dismay, Vasquez took 
the lead at once. Second came the Moor, while Jack brought 
up the rear. 

* Viva Vasquez ! viva Espana !' roared the crowd. 

* Let the lubbers screech,' said Tom ; * old Jack 'U git the 
weather-gage of 'em yet !' 

As yet, however, there was no sign of this happy result. 
Down to the water's edge, the men kept the same order ; 
and when they reached the foot of the slope, Jack, though 
not losing ground, had not gained back a foot of what he 
had lost already. 

Against the pale yellow sand of the Neck, the Moor's 
dark form, Diego's striped camisa, and Jack's snowy shirt, 
stood out in bold relief, and every eye could follow them 
with ease. Their lessening figures were seen to pass between 
two knots of Spanish fishermen, at the entrance of the 
isthmus, who, as their champion passed, still leading, shouted 
joyfully : * Bravo Vasquez ! viva el Andaluz !' 

But they were exulting too soon ; for scarcely were their 
cheers uttered, when the race took a sudden turn. 

Used to the rocky Andalusian hills, Vasquez was at a sore 
disadvantage with his African rival in struggling through this 
deep, soft sand. The Spaniard now began to show signs of 
distress, while the Arab, making a sudden dash, came right up 
to Diego's side — ran neck-and-neck for a few moments — and 
then drew ahead ! 

A growl of wrath and dismay billowed through the crowd, 
followed by a derisive laugh, as it was seen that Jack was 
still last, and seemingly falling farther behind every minute. 

*0h Jack! are you really going to be beaten?' wailed 
Dora. 

Donna Seraphina tenderly tried to soothe her, while 
Cleaver and Robinson relieved their over-wrought feelings 
with some forcible remarks about Spaniards and Moors in 
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general, and the runners in particular, which, luckily for the 
general peace, were not distinctly audible. 

The three champions — ^the Moor still leading — were now 
nearing the post round which they were to turn for the 
home-stretch. All were still running manfully ; but the 
strain was evidently beginning to tell. The Arab's thin lips 
were quivering ominously. The Spaniard's broad chest was 
heaving in convulsive gasps ; while Jack began to feel as if 
somebody had taken all his inside out, and filled him up with 
pins. 

In the same order, they rounded the post, and struggled 
back over the sand-flats to the Neck beyond. But before 
they were half-way across it, it seemed to the more keen- 
sighted as if Jack were creeping up ! 

Bill was the first to see it, and his sullen face grew 
radiant. 

* Tom, d' ye see V he cried, pinching Tom Eobinson's arm 
till the latter winced. * He *s run cunning all this while, and 
now he 's a-going to show 'em something.' 

By this time there could be no more doubt. Jack was 
closing up to the Spaniard, and the Spaniard was gaining 
upon the Moor. 

A moment later, a shout went up from below, telling that 
the racers had crossed the Neck; and then a louder cheer 
told that Vasquez had caught up the Arab. 

But just as they reached the foot of the slope whose crest 
was their goal, the fortune of the day changed once more. 

The race now seemed to lie between the Spaniard and the 
Moor. The former drew ahead of his rival on the rocky 
ground, but nobody took any heed of Jack, who was still 
behind. 

Used as our hero was to dart at full speed up the rigging, a 
dash up this steep ridge was child's play to him; but he 
knew how crushing its effect would be upon his exhausted 
rivals, and at this point he determined to * force the pace,' 
having carefuUy saved his strength for that purpose. 
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They were now so near the end, that Vasquez — having left 
the Moor behind — thought himself sure of victory, when 
Jack suddenly put forth his strength, and shot forward as if 
the race had just begun. He was seen to catch up the 
Arab, pass him, overtake Vasquez, and draw three strides 
ahead of him ! And there before him lay the goal itself ; 
and he could even distinguish Dora's eager face, and the 
tossing arms of Bill and Tom waving him wildly on. 

*Run, Vasquez, run!* yelled the crowd. 'Forward, man, 
if you die for it !' 

The brave Spaniard made a heroic effort, which even Bill 
and Tom could not help applauding. And now a terrible 
struggle began. Twice Vasquez drew up level, and twice 
Jack forced his way to the front again. 

The general excitement rose to frenzy; and even Don 
Guzman^ forgetting alike his Castilian primness and official 
dignity, sprang up and shouted like a schoolboy. Dora 
leaped to her feet, and capered about till she all but knocked 
poor Donna Seraphina head over heels; while Tom and 
Bill howled and flung their arms about like maniacs. 

Twenty yards from the goal. Jack made his final rush. 
The gallant Spaniard responded nobly to the challenge; 
but his overtasked strength failed, and he stumbled and 
fell. The Moor, unable to stop, tumbled over him, while 
Jack, bounding forward, came in a winner by three yards at 
least. 

As he did so, Dora flung herself into his arms, with a cry 
of joy. 

*You darling old Jack!* cried she, kissing him as if she 
would never stop, * I knew you couldn't be beaten. Hurrah ! 
hurrah!' 

Bill and Tom echoed the hurrah with what breath they 
had left; and Don Guzman, choking down politely his 
inward chagrin, doffed his plumed hat to the conqueror. 

It was now Donna Seraphina's duty to award the prize, 
and she held out the Toledo poniard and the well-filled purse. 
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Our hera — having got his breath again — accepted the dagger 
with simple, manly thanks ; but when the purse was oflFered, 
he drew himself up proudly, and said : * I did this job for the 
honour of Old England, not for money, — Here, comrades,* 
he added, taking ten doubloons in each hand, and holding 
them out to his defeated rivals, 'take the money and wel- 
come ; you were beaten by ill-luck, not by ine P 

*Now, may the saints reward you, Senor Inglese,* cried 
Vasquez, warmly, while the Arab acknowledged the gift by a 
stately obeisance. Mt was not for myself I wanted this 
money, but to make my poor old mother comfortable in the 
end of her days ; and, thanks to your goodness, I can do it, 
after alL If you ever need a man to stand by you in peril, 
think of Diego Vasquez !* 

The crowd set up a deafening cheer; and Don Guzman 
himself, bowing courteously to our hero, paid him the highest 
compliment that he could imagine. 

* Senor Don Juan, you are worthy to be a Spaniard P 

All that evening, Cleaver and Robinson were like mad- 
men ; and they were hardly withheld by Jack himself from 
sallying forth and lighting a bonfire in the market-place in 
honour of his victory. As it was, their overflowing spirits 
found vent in clambering up to the flat roof, and executing 
the * sailor's hornpipe' upon it, with an accompaniment of 
frantic cheers that might have been heard at the other end of 
the town. 

' The lubbers may put us in prison rum as much as they 
like,' said Tom Robinson, in the tone of one who felt that he 
had not lived in vain, when he and his comrade at length 
descended from their airy ball-room at Mr Smithson's 
entreaty. * Our Jack 's licked 'em, and they can't z^?dick 
theirselves, do what they will !' 

But the next morning's news made these roysterers serious 
enough. 

When our hero went up on his morning visit to Dora, he 
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was greatly disturbed to see manifest traces of tears on her 
rosy cheeks. 

'What's the matter, darling? Who's been making my 
little lass cry V 

* Donna Seraphina 's going away P replied the child. 

* Going away!' echoed Jack, who at once took in all the 
consequences of this event * What for V 

* She can't help it!' sobbed Dolly, fairly breaking down. 
* That nasty king of Spain has made somebody else governor 
here instead of dear old Don Guzman — a horrid cross old 
fellow who can't bear English people — and they say he's 
frightened at Admiral Blake's fleet coming, and, when it 
comes, he '11 put us in prison, and make us into ostriches /' 
(hostages). 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

SUDDEN DANGER. 

'S last feat raised George SteeFs fame as a 
magician higher than ever, and when he ap- 
peared abroad, the superstitious Moors made 
way for him as if for the Bey himself. The 
tyrant's knavish courtiers — whom George rightly 
guessed to be the authors of the plot — could hardly feel 
grateful enough when it became apparent that he did not 
mean to tell what he evidently knew, and he had plainly 
nothing more to fear from them. 

Poor Captain Steel, however, despite his new rank, was 
far from satisfied. The Bey, impatient for his new vessel, 
goaded on the workmen and their leader, and more than 
once forced them to work half the night as well as all 
day; so that the captain, kept on duty from morning to 
night under a scorching sun, with barely time for a snatch 
of food or sleep, and tortured by the thought that at any 
moment he might see the brave fellows whom he commanded 
sacrificed to the tyrant's cruelty, began to grow desperate, 
and cast about in earnest for some means of executing his 
plan of escape. 

Up to a certain point the plan seemed to have every 
chance of success. But the stumbling-block was the escape 
of Mrs Steel. Shut up in the most jealously guarded part 
of the palace, it was hopeless to think of getting her out 
without the Bey's consent, and how was that consent to be 
obtained ? 
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Steel's first idea had been to feign sickness, and have her 
sent down to cure him. But he soon saw that the selfish 
despot would never allow his only reliable physician to leave 
the palace for an indefinite period, and would probably have 
Steel himself transferred thither instead. 

But this question was suddenly settled for him in a very 
unlooked-for way. Another of the princesses fell ill, chiefly 
from over-eating herself with Turkish sweetmeats. Mrs 
Steel was of course placed in charge of the invalid, and thus 
all plans for getting her out of the palace were for the time 
rendered hopeless. Nor was this all. Used as she was to 
spend almost the whole day in the open air, her monotonous 
imprisonment in this gloomy palace, heavy with perfumes 
and flowers, was intolerable to the brave Englishwoman, 
who soon began to pine and droop. 

Happily the illness of the Lady of Sweetmeats — appropri- 
ately named * Goolah ' (Sugar) — was not long ; and, before it 
ended, the Bey had taken up a new whim. 

Captain Steel had found time to cut out two more toy 
boats for the amusement of this crowned baby, and George, 
who saw that his father and mother would be simply worried 
to death unless he could contrive to divert from them the 
attention of their capricious master, suggested to the latter 
to go out every day in his barge, not upon the lagoon, but 
on the open bay beyond, with these toy ships attached to the 
stem. The prince, delighted with this idea, made his first trip 
the very next morning, carrying George with him. 

The shrewd lad kept his dangerous master fully entertained 
by explaining the nature and uses of the different parts of 
these miniature ships, and, by turning their rudders and 
altering the set of their sails, he made them perform various 
nautical manoeuvres, to the wondering delight of the Bey. 
In a word, this first voyage was a complete success, and 
these boat-excursions became a regular feature of the Bey's 
daily programme. George was always in attendance, and 
when His Highness began to tire of the toy vessels, the lad 
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devised fresh amusement by casting them all loose at once, 
and sending them across the bay in an impromptu regatta, 
the barge following to see which won the race. 

This last device was the most successful of all ; and when 
the dying away of the wind stopped the game, our inexhaust- 
ible George rigged up a couple of lines and hooks, and gave 
the wondering master of Tunis his first lesson in * deep-sea 
fishing.' 

While this nautical craze lasted. Captain and Mrs Steel 
enjoyed a complete holiday ; and their son rejoiced to have 
done them a good turn, little dreaming what important con- 
sequences this childish sport was to have, not only for them 
and himself, but for all Tunis. 

After these trips the Bey usually felt drowsy, and went 
to have a nap, leaving George free. This interval the lad 
spent in the great garden, of which he had been given free 
range. While walking alone in it one afternoon, he was sur- 
prised to hear a low voice — the cracked, feeble tones of 
which showed great age, or extreme weakness — say in English: 

* Weary, weary work ! Lord, help me to bear it ! It do 
seem as if I'd been here always, and as if Old England, 
and the chime o' God's church-bells, and the sight o' 
Christ'n folks' faces, be but a dream. But it mun end soon, 
thank the Lord; I be gooin', bit by bit. If it wasn't for 
knowin' my release be nigh, I'd pray to end sharp and 
sudden, like unto poor Jan Narhoi'OugTiJ 

The last words made George spring forward to the bushes 
whence the voice issued. This * John Narborough ' must be 
the dead father of his friend Jack; and the speaker was 
probably one of the English captives who had been with 
him aboard the corsair. 

He found himself face to face with a bowed, wrinkled, 
white-haired figure, labouring with trembling hands to prune 
the over-arching boughs. 

'Let me help you, Daddy,' said George, kindly; *you look 
tired.' And taking the pruning-knife, he achieved with three 
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dexterous strokes what the poor old labourer had been vainly 
striving to do for half an hour. 

* God bless 'ee, lad,' said the old slave. * That be the first 
kind word / ha' heerd for many a day. But who be you ? ' 

*You named Jack Narborough's name just now,' cried 
George. * Was he a comrade of yours ? His son 's my best 
friend, and we were shipmates till they sneakin' pirates 
grabbed us.' 

* What ? ' said the aged man, sadly, * hath Jan Narborough's 
lad fallen among thieves, like his father ? ' 

'Fallen upon thieves, you mean,' chuckled George, *for 
that 's what he did. Spring-heeled Jack ben't the lad to be 
kept in irons by the best thief that ever was hung ! ' 

And in a few words he told Jack's recapture of the Limi, 

* Salvation belongeth unto the Lord,' said the old Puritan, 
with stern triumph. *The lad hath done well and brought 
the counsels of the heathen to nought. For sartain he be 
such as his father were, and there be few like him, I can 
see him now, lad, even as when they murderers led him out 
to die, and I cried to him, 'Stand fast, Jan, and the Lord 
strengthen thee ! ' 

* You cried to him ? ' echoed George. * Aha ! I know you 
now. You 're Bob Brooke's pal, Abraham Wilstow.' 

The captive's weary face lighted up with a momentary 
brightness. 

*Eh, it do sound strange to hear my name spoke by an 
English tongue once more ! It be many a weary day sin' I 
heard it last.' 

* How long have you been a prisoner, then ? ' 

' Hard to tell, lad, hard to tell. What year be we in now ? ' 
*What yearV echoed George, aghast. *D'ye mean to 

say you 've forgot what year it is ? ' 

*Lad,' replied the prisoner, with terrible emphasis, *for 

them that suffer, there 's no time — it be etarnity I ' 

* Well, if you 've really forgotten,' said George, doubtingly, 
'this is 1655.' 
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'Only 1655!' said old Abraham, looking bewildered; 
*tlien it ben't mor'n ten years, after all; for 'twas in 1645 
I was took by they pirates — I remember that. Only ten 
years ! Eh dear ! it seems like a hundred ! ' 

George was silent from sheer horror. Three months of this 
bondage, in its mildest form, had been enough for Mm ; and 
this man had endured all its worst horrors for ten years ! 
No marvel he looked so old and worn ; the wonder was that 
he should be alive, 

Wilstow now began to question him in turn ; and George 
told briefly the strange adventures of himself and his parents. 
The old man then told him that after Narborough's death, 
the other captives had been portioned out among other ships, 
while be and two more, being found too weak, had been sent 
ashore, and employed in lighter labour. At last his strength 
gave way utterly, and he was sent to work in the palace 
garden. 

*God is merciful, ye see, lad. When the heavier work 
was too sore for me. He sent me the lighter ; and when my 
strength failed for that. He brought me here among His 
green trees and bonnie flowers, where I may rest a little ere 
I depart.' 

George now noticed that he seemed lame of one foot, and 
saw just above his ankle a frightful, gaping sore, which had 
actually eaten into the flesh. 

* I say. Daddy,' cried he, * you 've got a bad place there.' 

* 'Twas the rust o' my chains,' said the old man, simply. 
'They set me and some more to clear out a underground 
passage from a little stone chapel wi' palm-trees round it, just 
outside the town. I take it, the king thought to find 
treasure there ; but none did we find, though we dug right 
through. But down there 'twas foul and damp, and we 
worked wi' the wet droppin' on to us, and had no way to get 
dry; and my chain got rusted, and ate into my flesh, and 
crippled me, as ye see.' 

* But it '11 git worse if ye don't have it looked to,' said the 
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lad. * 1 11 ask mother for something for it — she's head-doctor 
here, you know — and, meanwhile, let 's see if I can't rig you 
up a bandage.' 

So saying, he unrolled his turban, and, cutting off a piece 
of it, bandaged the sore tenderly. 

'Thee be'st a kind lad, bless 'ee,' said the old man. 
* Would to God I had a son like thee ! But my lad was killed 
afore my eyes when they pirates took us, and he was all I 
had.' 

A sudden stir in the palace announced that the Bey was 
awake, and George hurried to his post. 

That evening he got a chance of asking his mother to help 
old Wilstow. The next morning some ointment and band- 
ages, with full instructions for using them, were brought him 
by a slave, and he lost no time in applying the remedies. 
The pain was speedily relieved ; and that night, for the first 
time during many months, the poor old man enjoyed un- 
troubled sleep. 

After this, Abraham and his protector met daily in the 
garden; and George was more and more amazed at the 
patience of one who, having lost all that could make life 
worth having, seemed able to find happiness in the mere 
absence of suffering. And then the lad recalled, with keen 
self-reproach, how often he had grumbled at the troubles 
which were less than nothing compared with the long 
martyrdom of this uncomplaining hero. 

It was pleasant to see how the captive's crushed spirit 
revived beneath George's bright face and cheery talk, and 
how eagerly he looked forward to the lad's coming. This 
friendship did the old man good in other ways ; for the over- 
seer of the royal garden — a surly, bullying fellow — became 
very guarded in his behaviour after seeing Wilstow so friendly 
with the dreaded * magician.' 

George now began to ponder the possibility of including 
Wilstow in their plan of escape. But when he hinted this 
idea, old Abraham shook his head. 

L 
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* Thou 'rt a good lad/ said he, * to think o' cumberin' thy- 
self wi' a useless old chap, in a tussle for life and death. But 
that can ne'er be. Thee and thy father cannot carry me i* 
your hands, and I be too weak and lame to do aught for 
myself. I know deliverance iHll come, but I ha* no feelin' 
as if 'twould come that way.' 

* And how 10111 it come then, father]' 

*The Lord, He knoweth,' answered the aged Puritan, 
solemnly ; * but it is borne in upon my mind that thou and I 
shall not be in the hands of the heathen much longer.' 

Next morning the Bey stayed at home instead of going on 
the water; and George, being thus olf duty, went down to 
Goletta to visit his father. 

The moment he entered the city he saw that something 
was wrong. At every corner a group of savage faces, livid 
with fear or black with rage, were clustered as if over some 
important news. The market-place was deserted, while the 
Goletta road was black with swarms of men. 

And with this change in the aspect of the town, there was 
an ominous alteration in the manner of the passers-by toward 
hiTYiself, Instead of the looks of reverence that were wont 
to greet * Abu Djinn ' (Father of Spirits), as the Arabs had 
surnamed George, he was now met with averted eyes, or 
glances of sullen hostility; and here and there he caught 
muttered curses upon *the unbelieving dogs of Frangistan' 
(Europe). 

Near the western gate, as he afterwards remembered with 
too good reason, his eye caught a wild, half-clad figure fiercely 
haranguing an excited crowd, and pointing at liim^ as he 
rode by, with a gesture of mortal hatred. Puzzled at this, 
George at length sent one of his mounted guards to find out 
what was the matter. 

* Father of Spirits,' said the man, returning, * a rumour hath 
gone forth that thy countrymen have sent the greatest of their 
commanders with a mighty fleet to attack Tunis the Noble 1 ' 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

PLANNING AN ESCAPE. 

|HE tidings which were thus shaking Tunis were 
then causing an equal stir in Gibraltar; for the 
news of Blake's expedition was now in the 
mouth of every Spaniard in the town. It pro- 
duced great excitement, and not a little alarm ; 
for although the fleet was said to be directed against Tunis, 
this might be a trick to cover some design against Spain itself. 
Should the terrible admiral suddenly attack Gibraltar, it 
could offer no effectual resistance ; for the defences, although 
outwardly formidable, were gradually falling to decay. 

True, Spain and England were at peace ; but only in the 
previous century Spaniards and Englishmen had fought 
wherever they met, whether their governments were at war or 
not. Moreover, there were already some mutterings of the 
international quarrel which, a year later, was to cost Spain 
the rich and beautiful island of Jamaica. 

While the Spaniards were thus disquieted, their English 
guests were equally uneasy. The news which had distressed 
poor Dora had been speedily confirmed by the arrival of 
the new governor to replace Don Guzman; and his harsh 
features, stern look, and imperious bearing gave the English 
refugees cause to fear that this change of commanders would 
be a change for the worse. 

These forebodings were quickly justified. Almost the first 
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step of Don Francisco de Perez, the new * gobernador,' was to 
remove Narborough and his comrades from Smithson's house, 
and put them and Dora into a small cottage close to his own 
residence. This he did on the pretext of paying them a 
compliment, by lodging them on his own premises as his 
personal guests. But a less shrewd observer than our hero 
might have guessed that this seeming courtesy was the first 
step toward making them into hostages; or, as Dora had 
phrased it, into ostriches. 

Had the worthy Don Francisco been free to act as he 
pleased, he would have simplified matters by clapping all four 
into the town prison. But though harsh and overbearing, he 
was no fool; and he saw that, for the present, such open 
violence was not to be thought of. He knew that his having 
taken the place of the universally popular Don Guzman would 
suffice to make him disliked, and he was equally well aware 
that Dora and Jack were the idols of all Gibraltar. 

Hence it was clear that, should he open his administration 
by arresting these universal favourites, and disgracing the 
name of Spain by the wanton imprisonment of three young 
lads and a little girl — who had sought the shelter of a Spanish 
fortress after a feat of unparalleled daring against Spain's 
Ibes — ^the certain consequence would be one of those formid- 
able riots too common in the Spanish cities of that age. And 
even should he succeed in quelling it> such an outbreak in 
the first week of his term of office would contrast so pointedly 
with the undisturbed rule of his predecessor, that it would 
certainly discredit him with the government. Swayed by 
these reasons, the worthy governor decided to leave the 
* Ingleses ' nominally free for the time ; but they soon found 
that their freedom was only nominal, after alL 

It was the second day after their installation in their new 
quarters. Don Guzman and his wife had left Gibraltar the 
night before, poor Donna Seraphina having shed a flood of 
tears over Dora, loading her with ornaments till the little 
woman glittered like a jeweller's window. 
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Jack, seeing his favourite downcast, was about to propose 
a scramble among the rocks to amuse her, when in came 
Robinson with an air of excitement. 

*I say!' cried he, * here's pretty games upon a free 
Englishman ! What d' ye think of a Spanish cruiser bringin' 
me to, jist as I was shapin* a course for the lower town !' 

*Do you mean that you were stopped by a sentinel?' 
asked our hero, somewhat startled. 

* Yes, that 's jist what I do mean ; and if 'twarn't as you 'd 
told me to be civil to them Spanish chaps, / 'd ha' given the 
lubber a broadside ! ' 

Jack looked grave ; but there might be some mistake, for 
Tom spoke Spanish very badly, and understood it worse. He 
called Dora, and tramped down the road with her to the 
sentinel by whom Tom had been stopped. 

Jack knew him well — a big, good-natured Valencian, Pedro 
Sanchez, with whom he had often exchanged a friendly word. 
But now, instead of greeting him as usual, the soldier drew 
himself up stiffly, and extended his long pike to bar their 
way. 

* You cannot pass, Senor Don Juan,' said he, in the sulky 
tone of one compelled to an unpleasant duty. * His Excellency 
the Senor Gobernador, thinking it dangerous for you and your 
comrades to be seen in the town while people are excited 
about the coming of this English fleet, has given orders that 
you are not to go thither.' 

*Very kind of him,' said Jack sarcastically; *but why 
should His Excellency trouble himself to take such care of us 
strangers?' 

* Qui&n sahe V (who knows?) answered the Spaniard, with 
a shrug. * Such are His Excellency's orders.' 

Dora, who had listened with an indignant face, was on the 
verge of a burst of patriotic anger, when she was checked by 
Jack. 

* Keep mum, pet,' he whispered, as they turned back, * and 
try to look as if you warn't vexed ; for if that old governor 
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finds out we 're planning an escape, we '11 all be in prison in 
no time/ 

The very next day Jack had another proof that the 
governor * had his weather-eye open.' Passing Don Francisco's 
door, as a Spanish fisherman from the town was handing over 
some fresh fish to one of the servants, he heard the former 
say : * This will be the last I shall bring up for a while, more 's 
the pity.' 

* Why so, friend Manuel ? Have you caught all the fish in 
the sea ? ' 

* No ; but His Excellency has given orders that all the boats 
shall bo hauled up till this English fleet has passed. He 's 
right, for it wouldn't be nice to have one's boat carried off by 
heretics; but it's hard on us poor fellows, for not a real 
(halfpenny) more shall we make till the fleet passes.' 

All our hero's self-command could not repress a muttered 
exclamation of dismay at this news* 

' We are cotched ! ' he growled. * I 'd meant to seize a boat, 
and git off" to the fleet in the dark ; but if the boats are all 
hauled up, and guarded, likely, what are we to do V 

What indeed? 

These precautions, however, were taken none too soon ; for 
the English fleet was now close at hand. Its passage had 
been reported from four diflerent points in succession. It 
had been sighted ofl* the coast of Galicia. It had been seen 
at the mouth of the Tagus. It had moved in stately pro- 
cession before the wondering watchmen on the bold headland 
of Cape St Vincent. And on the very day of the order for 
securing the boats, a Spanish coaster had come in to report 
having sighted Blake's squadron in the distance, apparently 
heading right towards Gibraltar ! 

When Jack heard this, he fairly lost his coolness, and raged 
like an imprisoned lion. Any hour, any minute, might bring 
Blake's vessels in sight ; and the thought of seeing them pass 
without being able to reach them was simply maddening. 
Yet what could they do ? 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



PLANNING AN ESCAPE. 183 

True, the English squadron must pass within a mile of the 
Point, and tliey could easily have swum twice the distance. 
But Dora — ay, there lay the difficulty. 

The young heroes talked long and earnestly, but found no 
way out of the dilemma. Cleaver vaguely hinted at a raft^ 
but did not venture any definite opinion as to how it could 
be made, or got ready in time. Robinson had no advice to 
offer beyond 'punching the head of every lubber in the 
place;* and our hero, frenzied by his absolute inability to 
help himself, at last sprang up, and darted out so recklessly, 
that he came like a battering-ram against a man at the 
door. 

Jack's first impulse was to knock the man down, as a relief 
to his own feelings; but the stranger caught his arm, and 
whispered : 

* The saints be praised, Sefior Don Juan ; you are the very 
man I seek.' 

Looking closely at the speaker, Jack recognised Diego 
Vasquez, the runner. 

The Spaniard made a warning sign, and continued 
cautiously ; 

* We must not be seen talking together, and here there is 
always a risk of being overheard. Come with me ! * 

And he led the wondering lad into a thick clump of bushes, 
where, while quite unseen, they could command a view on all 
sides, so that no one could approach unperceived. Then he 
turned to our hero, and said emphatically ; 

* You want to escape from here V 

Jack started, and repaid the speaker's piercing glance with 
one as searching. Was this seeming friendliness a snare? 
and was this pretended helper a spy of Don Francisco ? 

For a moment he hesitated ; but he had already learned to 
read the faces of men, and he saw nothing but honesty in 
Diego's handsome features. Moreover, he knew that this 
man had good cause to feel well-disposed toward liim, and 
could hardly have reason to be friendly to the tyrannical 
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governor. He had no chance of escaping icithmU this man's 
help, and he quickly saw the only thing to do now was to run 
the risk. 

* If I can take my comrades with me/ said he, * I want to 
escape ; if not, not.' 

*You speak like a true cavalier, sefior, and such have I 
known you to be, since you gave up to me that money which 
has made my poor old mother so happy. Listen, then. 
Sanchez, the soldier, is my friend, and from him I have just 
learned that this night all of you are to be carried to prison, 
as hostages if your admiral should threaten the town.' 

Jack set his teeth grimly, but made no reply. 

'The English squadron,' pursued Vasquez, *is now lying 
becalmed above Algeciras, only a few miles away; and as 
there *s no sign of wind, the ships will certainly be there 
to-night. Now, though the boats are hauled up, as you 
know, I've got another boat hidden away, of which the 
governor knows nothing.' 

* A little smuggling, eh V 

* One must live, sefior. WeD, if my boat is ready this 
evening after dark, can you get down without being caught 1' 

*Yes,' said Jack, remembering the imderground passage. 
* Where shall we find you V 

* Do you know a rock shaped like a hand, with a clump of 
bushes on it, leaning over the sea, a mile beyond the town V 

* I do,' said Jack, recalling with great glee that the rock 
was close to the underground tunnel. 

* Good. After dark, then, I '11 be waiting for you beneath 
that rock. Bring some warm covering for the sefiorita, for 
we shall have a long and a cold pulL Till to-night, then, 
adios / ' (good-bye). 
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THROUGH DARKNESS AND STORM. 

W they got through that day, none of them 
3ul(i have told. The overwhelming excite- 
lent of this sudden hope, coming amid their 
espair — the prospect of action after all these 
reary months of idleness — the idea of them- 
selves taking part in the great retribution which was to rescue 
their friends — above all, the thought that within a few hours 
they might be once more among English faces — made their 
heads whirl. 

But harder than all was the haunting fear of being detected 
and stopped at the last moment. Suppose Yasquez should 
have been observed and questioned 1 Suppose the governor 
should order them to prison earlier than he had intended ? 
Suppose sentinels should be planted round their house at 
nightfall? Suppose they should be pounced upon just as 
they stepped into the boat? So agitated were all four, that, 
when their mid-day meal came, these indomitable spirits — 
who had eaten heartily amid the worst perils — felt as if every 
mouthful choked them. 

To their anxious eyes it seemed that the sun would never 
go down. But it sank at last, and as the air darkened. Jack 
said meaningly : 

* Now, mates, you might take a stroll toward that under- 
ground passage-way, and stay still till we come. 0* course it 
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won't do for all of us to be seen going ov^ at once close on 
nightfall.' 

The pair obeyed without a word. 

When they were gone, Jack hastily got together the few 
things he meant to take, including a warm wrap for Dora, 
and the dark lantern. Then, taking the child on his knee, 
he tried to amuse her till it should be time to start. 

* Don't worry about wie. Jack dear/ she said, nestling her 
warm cheek against his ; * I 'm not a bit afraid, and must 
take my share of whatever happens to you ; and you know I 
did it aboard the Lion ; so please don't be troubled.' 

The affectionate sympathy of his little playmate soothed 
the young hero's anxious heart as nothing else could have 
done ; and when the time came, he set off with a confidence 
that surprised himself. 

!N^oiselessly as shadows, the two crept through the trees 
around the house, and stole along the broken rock-terrace 
beyond. Jack carrying Dora, and feeling fresh strength poured 
into him by every touch of the tiny hands that clung to him 
so lovingly. 

Well was it, then, that he had been wise enough to traverse 
this path so often in the dark ; for the gloom grew deeper 
every moment. On he went till he reached the cleft. 

'Are you there, mates?' 

* 'Ere we are, enjoying this fine view /' 

*A11 right; bear a hand, and pass Dolly down 'tween 
decks.' 

Cleaver's strong hands drew her down into the cavern, and 
Jack was soon by her side, though they could not even see 
each other's faces. 

* Just the sort o' night for a walk under ground,' chuckled 
Bill ; * you can see just as well inside as out.' 

They groped their way along the tunnel for about twenty 
paces, and then Jack lighted his lantern, and the ghostly 
march began. 

But this time all the wonders of the cavern passed 
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unheeded. They ran rather than walked, dreading every 
moment to hear a burst of cries and signal-shots from above, 
telling that their flight was discovered. 

Dora was carried by Tom and Bill turn about ; but although 
the plump little woman was no light burden, their anxiety 
hurried them on bo fast that ere they thought themselves half- 
way, they saw before them the famous * cross-road ' where the 
path divided. 

Dark though it was, our prudent hero put out his light as 
they entered the right-hand corridor, lest its tell-tale gleam 
should be seen from the mouth of the cavern. Feeling their 
way along the narrowing tunnel, they stole silently onward, 
till at length they felt the cool night-air upon their heated 
faces. 

Here they paused and listened, but all was still. The 
moon had not yet lisen, and it was utterly dark. 

One by one they crept through the briers that choked the 
cave mouth. But, with all their care, the dry twigs gave a 
sharp snap every now and then, loud enough to make them all 
shiver. 

But for the faint outline of the rock against the sky, even 
Jack, though he knew the ground by heart, would hardly have 
found the appointed place, close though it was. But they 
reached it at last, and gave a low whistle, which was instantly 
answered from below. 

* Are you there, Senor Don Juan?' asked a low voice. 

* Here we are. Is all ready V 

* Yes, senor. Be careful how you get down, for the rocks 
are slippery.' 

Jack reached the boat in safety. Dora was lianded down 
next, and made as snug as possible. Bill and Tom followed, 
and the boat shoved off. 

But hardly were they three boat-lengths from the shore, 
when lights were seen glancing through the darkness far 
above, and a distant sound of men shouting to each other 
came feebly to their ears. 
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*Too late, old cock!' chuckled Tom; *the birds are 
flown!' 

*The soldiers will be in no hurry to give the alarm, 
seiiores,' whispered Diego, * for this old governor is liked as 
little by them as by the town-folks. And if they were stand- 
ing on this shore, they would see nothing nor hear anything 
to tell which way we have gone.' 

In fact, Jack noticed that although Vasquez was pulling 
with all his might, the oars made no sound ; and he guessed 
that they must be muffled* 

Knowing how far even a faint sound travels along the 
water on a still night, the party kept silence, all eyes fixed on 
the dark precipice above, through the blackness of which the 
lights could still be seen creeping like glow-worms. 

* They may hunt long enough before they find us there^ 
chuckled Bill, seeing by the movements of the lanterns that 
the soldiers were hunting for them among the shrubberies. 

* One half-hour more,* added Jack, * and it would have been 
all up with us. You 've done us good service, Senor Vasquez, 
and we won't forget it. But why are you heading out to 
seaf 

In fact, though the English ships lay to the west, Diego was 
heading due south, or, if anything, a little eastward as well ! 

For some moments Vasquez made no answer, but, glancing 
over his shoulder at the spots of light that marked the posi- 
tion of Ceuta on the opposite coast, pulled harder in the same 
direction as before. Then he said : 

* Seiior, we must be well away from the town before the 
moon rises ; and by getting far out, we '11 strike a cross- 
current that will help us.' 

* All right ; and when you feel that you 've rowed long 
enough, one of us will take the oars, and you can steer.* 

* Agreed, senor ; and now let us be quiet.' 

The warning was hardly needed. Dora, snugly wrapped up, 
was already asleep; and the rest were in no mood for 
talking. 
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In truth, even these bold spirits felt awed by the gloomy 
grandeur of the place and hour. On one side lay Europe ; on 
the other, Africa ; and both were equally hostile. The great 
fortress that towered above them, lately their only refuge, 
was now their enemy. On the opposite shore, among those 
dai'k mountains that loomed against the southern sky, murder, 
robbery, and outrage of every kind were hungering for their 
prey. 

And with these thoughts came another, more disquieting 
still. To venture into these stormy and treacherous waters, 
in a small and overloaded skiff, was, as they knew, a risk to 
which the boarding of a burning ship would be nothing ; and 
were the wind to rise, certain death awaited them all. 

* Thank God it 's so calm,' said Eobinson, giving voice to 
the secret thought of the whole party. 

But Cleaver, an older and more practical seaman, knew too 
well — though he would not disquiet the rest by saying so — 
that this very calm was the worst sign of all. He knew that 
this dead, unnatural stillness presaged a coming storm. 

For the present, however, all went well. Dora was sleep- 
ing quietly, and seemed so far none the worse. The darkness 
hid them completely ; and Diego's lusty pulling and Jack's 
skilful steering had carried them so far from the shore as to 
be safe from pursuit. 

* Now, mate, let me take the oars,' said BilL 

* Give me the tiller, then, Seiior Don Juan,' said Diego, 
clambering aft ; * when the current catches us, it will need 
careful steering.' 

Jack gave up the helm, and Bill took the oars, and began 
pulling like a giant. A few moments later they felt the boat 
swing with the cross-current. Aided by its force and Diego's 
steering, they flew along swiftly ; and oven the despondent 
Bill began to cheer up. 

But this scrambling to and fro had aroused Dora, who 
threw back the rug, and, rubbing her eyes, asked drowsily : 

* Have we got to the English ships yet, Jack 1' 
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*No, dear/ said Jack; *but we're going first-rate. Lie 
down again, pet ; I '11 wake you when we get there.' 

Dolly curled herself up obediently, but a moment later her 
voice was heard again. 

* Are the waves coming over, Jack ? I feel as if I were 
getting wet.' 

* Getting wet /' echoed our hero, whose heart stood still at 
the hideous thought which those simple words suggested. 

* Let me see.' 

And stooping down, he plunged his hand into a pool of 
water!' 

* Seiior Vasquez,' cried he, * did you bale out the boat 
before starting?' 

*I did, senor. When we left, she was dry as summer 
grass.' 

* She 's leaking, then ; feel here !' 

* Leaking!' cried Diego in dismay. *The saints forbid I 
we have four miles to go yet !' 

* Mates,' cried Jack, * careen the boat a bit, and let 's find 
the leak.' 

Throwing their weight to one side, they tilted up the other, 
and Jack, lighting his lantern, saw water oozing between two 
planks to starboard. 

Vasquez tore his hair, and made vows to every saint he 
could think of ; but the cooler Englishmen were only roused 
to fresh energy by this new peril. 

* Tom,' said Jack, * keep Dolly out of the wet, while I plug 
this hole.' 

He tore off his Spanish sash, twisted it into a firm pad, 
and crammed it into the hole, setting his foot upon it to keep 
it there. 

* Now, Tom,' he cried, taking the child on his knee, and 
readjusting the rug so as to keep the wet part away from her, 

* take that 'ere baler, and out with some o' this water, lively ; 
and you. Bill, pull for your life.' 

Both obeyed; but, with all their hardihood, they felt 
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weighed down by the seaman's instinctive horror of that 
silent, treacherous, assassin-like leak, which is to him like the 
hidden mine to the soldier. And even harder for these bold 
spirits was the thought that their lives now depended, not 
upon their own courage and skill, but upon a pad of cotton. 

But they soon had something else to think of. Hardly 
had Tom done baling out and taken his place again, when a 
sudden gleam of light flickered for a moment along the dark 
Spanish mountains, and was gone, while from the far distance 
came a low, sullen growl. 

^It's coming!^ cried Jack, who was instantly his own 
daring self again. — * Bill, give me the oars : sit down here, 
and take charge of Dolly ; and mind you keep your foot firm 
on that plug.' 

They changed places, and Jack — still quite fresh — sent the 
light boat along more swiftly than ever. 

A second flash, brighter, fiercer, more threatening, threw out 
the dark peaks in terrible distinctness. No thunder was 
heard this time, but three or four great bullets of rain fell 
heavily from the vast gulf of blackness overhead. 

* If the rain comes before the wind,' muttered Jack, glanc- 
ing upward, * we '11 have a chance yet.' 

Suddenly a glare of awful brightness made the \vhole scene 
clear as noon-day. The white houses of Gibraltar, the vast 
black precipice above them, the great sweep of Algeciras Bay, 
the shadowy mountains, the dark, sailless sea, were all seen 
and gone again ere one had time to breathe. 

With the flash came a deafening roar, repeated in a thou- 
sand booming echoes ; and then the fierce hiss of the lashing 
rain, which burst upon them in all its fury. 

Happily, the wind did not rise, or it would, indeed, have been 
all over with them; but they were sorely pressed. Vainly did 
Tom and Bill try to shelter Dora, and even strip off their own 
jackets to cover her. Instantly she and her companions were 
drenched to the skin, while Diego could barely hold the tiller 
with his numbed and dripping hands. 
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The brave lads knew too well that the exposure and drench- 
ing, which were mere child's play to their seasoned frames, 
would be little better than death to Dora ; and the thought 
that they were powerless to help their little favourite, for 
whom they would have given their lives, was simply mad- 
dening. 

But happily this bitter trial was cut short The rain 
slackened, the lightning ceased to flash, the thunder died 
away, and through the parted clouds the moon broke forth in 
her glory. 

* Thank God for his mercy!' said Bill. *I knowed He 
wouldn't be too hard upon one o' them children as He loved 
so when He was on earth !' 

* I think we '11 weather it, after all,* said Jack, cheerily. 
— * Do you see the ships yet, Senor Vasquez V 

The Spaniard pointed to a number of bright spots, clear 
amid the black shadow of the headland which they were 
approaching. 

'Hurrah!' cried Tom; * fancy being under the old flag 
again ! Give me the oars ; if I don't do something, I shall 
burst!' 

* Hurrah I' echoed Jack. * There you are, Tom. When we 
get aboard, we '11 tell the officers, if they ask why we 're so 
wet, that we've been down to the bottom to ax Daddy 
Neptune how long he 's going to keep 'em becalmed.' 

But scarcely was the jest spoken, when our hero uttered an 
exclamation of dismay. 

The hoot was filling toith water once more / 

For one moment Jack hoped that this might be only rain ; 
but hours of such rain would not have sufficed to pour in 
so much water. He looked to the plug of the leak. It was 
slightly deranged, and he replaced it. 

But he soon perceived that the water was still increasing. 
There must be another leak ! 

His brave heart sank ; but he spoke as cheerily as ever. 

* Pull lively, Tom ; get us alongside handsomely. — Bill, 
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help me to start this water overboard. — Dolly, sit here beside 
Senor Vasquez, while we get the old boat dry for you.' 

To work went he and Bill for their lives, while Dora, 
knowing nothing of this awful peril, laughed to see the silvery 
splash of the water in the moonlight. But although the 
young heroes worked like giants, the fatal water kept gaining. 

Meanwhile Kobinson, knowing that every moment lost 
might turn the scale of life and death, pulled as he had 
never pulled before. But the boat, no longer aided by the 
current, and weighted by the water that was filling it, went 
slower and slower, and every time he glanced at the distant 
lights, they seemed farther off than before. 

And now Jack felt his breath and strength failing just 
when needed most. Clenching his teeth in desperation, he 
whispered to Bill : 

* If the boat does capsize, we '11 turn her bottom up, put 
Dolly and the rest on her, and I '11 swim to the nearest ship 
and get help, or die for it !' 

But just then he saw the lights quite plain ahead, and 
even the outline of the foremost ship. The goal was at hand, 
and this race with death might yet be won ! 

* Ship ahoy ! ' he roared. 

* Hullo !' came the answering call. * Who are you V 
'English prisoners escaped from the Moors. Heave us a 

rope, for God's sake — we're sinking !' 

There was an instant stir aboard, and shouts of encourage- 
ment hailed the boat as she struggled on. The sound of 
English voices gave fresh strength to her fainting crew, and 
while Bill and Jack kept baling like madmen, Tom threw 
all his remaining power into a few desperate strokea 

Faster and faster poured the leak, but the ship was now 
close at hand. There was a sudden vision of tall masts and 
tapering spars — a confused glimpse of rough, bearded faces 
in fitful lantern-light — and then, just as the boat went down 
beneath their feet, they were dragged up to the flag-ship's 
deck! 

M 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

GEORGE STEEL MEETS A RIVAL. 




|HE universal excitement that had puzzled George 
Steel as he rode through Tunis, and the signs of 
enmity to himself, were explained, suddenly and 
terribly, by the news of Blake's expedition ; and 
he saw at a glance all the gravity of the situa- 
tion. 

* This is a worse scrape than the last,' said he. * If these 
blackamoors don't murder us on the spot, old Billy's safe 
to do it later on.' 

On reaching the dockyard, he found the great tidings 
there before him, and Captain Steel looking very grave. 

*We're in a dangerous channel, Geordie, and I doubt all 
your magic won't pilot us out again. How did the town 
look when you came through V 

George briefly told what he had seen, and the captain's 
face grew darker and darker. 

* You see, already,' said he, *how they're all in a buzz at 
the bare news of our fleet comin* ; and the minute any rascal 
sings out "Death to the unbelievers!" it mil be death to 
'em, sure enough — to you and me, and all other Christian 
folks within hail !' 

' What d' ye think we 'd better do, then V 

* Seems to me there 's dangers all round us, and whichever 
way we steer, we 're bound to run upon some'at. If 'twarn't 
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for your mother, I *d bolt at once, and chance it ; but o' course 
that's no go.' 

*But is there nothing we can do?* 

* Nothing, lad, except put our trust in God. We must 
just wait and see what comes of it ; and as it don't befit a 
man to sit idle, I '11 go on working same as before.' 

George pondered. Between the Bey and the mob, their 
choice seemed to lie with the former. The rabble, in their 
unreasoning fury, might slaughter their Christian captives 
with Blake's cannon thundering at the gates of Tunis; but 
the Bey himself, fool as he was, must understand that in 
that event one live hostage would be worth two murdered 
men. 

The prisoners who, like his mother and himself, were 
quartered in the palace — which the mob dared not molest — 
might consider themselves safe; but his father, in this exposed 
place, would be the first to perish in the event of an out- 
break. 

His best plan, then, was to take his father hack with him 
to the palace, on pretence of consulting the Bey respecting 
his work, and devising some excuse for keeping him there 
till the popular fury subsided. But when he suggested this, 
Captain Steel cut him short at once. 

* If I had only to save my own skin, that plan 'ud be all 
right. But there's fifty labourers here. Christian men like 
myself, and some of 'em Englishmen as well, who 've worked 
with me this many a day. I couldn't take them with me 
to the palace, and if I was to sneak off and leave 'em to 
be murdered, I could never look an honest man in the face 
again ! No, no, boy ; you mean kindly, but you mustn't 
talk like that to me /' 

Somewhat abashed, George rode gloomily out of the yard. 
His father's words bore out his own worst forebodings, which 
suddenly received fresh confirmation. 

One of his two guards, seeing him turn toward the city, 
rode up and saluted. 
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*Abu Djinn/ said he, *are you going back through the 
townr 

* Why not r 

*If you take my counsel, Father of Spirits,' replied the 
brave Arab, who had begun to feel for the daring lad a kind 
of warrior-like admiration, * you will not go that way to-day. 
The people are greatly moved at the coming of the infidel 
fleet, and if you venture among them nowy your life will be 
as the dead leaf to the whirlwind.' 

* Would you have me sneak away from such scum as that V 
cried George. * What would you say if any one advised you 
to do the like ? I will go back by the road by which I came, 
if a thousand rascals stood in the way !' 

Had he spoken thus of *true believers' to any ordinary 
Moor, it would have been ill for him. But the stately 
warriors of the guard, proud of their position, looked down 
upon the city rabble with a haughty contempt, which pro- 
voked strong dislike in return-; and in expressing such bitter 
scorn of the mob, George uttered the soldier's sentiments as 
well as his own. 

* Thou art brave, Abu Djinn,' said the Moor, with stern 
approval; *but ants, if they be many, can devour a lion. 
This is not a case of scattering men with one charge, else 
would I stand by thee to the death. In yonder narrow lanes 
there is no room to fight, and thou wouldst be beaten down 
ere thy sword could smite.' 

* Will they not reverence my magic V 

* Assuredly they would were they in their senses. But he 
who is mad knoweth not his own father ; and madmen will 
they be, having listened to the words of Ayoob El Kebi ' 
(Job the Prophet). 

George recalled the wild figure that had menaced him in 
passing, and a chilling presage of coming evil crept through 
him. 

'Who 18 this Ayoob El Nebi, then?' 

* Who he is, no man knoweth. He dwells in the desert, 
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like a aanton (hermit), and men say that he can live without 
food, and go unharmed among the beasts of the wilderness. 
But ever and anon he cornea into our cities, and preaches 
mightily against the foes of Islam : and all men, even the 
Asylum of the Universe himself, pay him great reverence, 
for his words have power ; and also he weareth the sacred 
chain of " Him-who-Soweth-the-Seed." ' 

* What r cried George ; * a chain like this that / wear V 
*Even such a one.' 

George stood speechless, while the Arab repeated his former 
advice earnestly. 

* Go not through the town, oh Master of Magicians, if thou 
lovest thy life. Let us take the country road for this once ; 
for although it be longer, yet the longest road of all is that 
which is overcast by the shadow of AzraeTs wing (the Angel 
of Death). Bethink thee, the mood of the Tunis people is 
as fire, and the breath of Ayoob El Nebi as a strong wind 
to fan it ; and even if thou shouldst slay a score of these 
sons of folly, yet cannot their death bring thee to life again, 
wert thou dead.' 

George mechanically turned his horse, and struck into the 
route advocated by the Moor; but he scarcely heard the 
latter's counsel, so absorbed was he in his own troubled 
thoughts. 

Hitherto, his being the only man at the Bey's court who 
wore that mystic chain had done more for liim with these 
superstitious savages than all his pretended magic. And now 
appeared another man who bore the same distinction ; and 
that man was one of those crazy fanatics common in all 
Moslem lands, to whom every * unbeliever ' was a foe to 
be destroyed without mercy ! 

The Prophet's gestures of menace that morning had told 
George what to expect from him; and too probably this 
fierce zealot's first move would be to go straight to the Bey, 
and demand the death of the three * infidel dogs,' whom the 
latter had spared and promoted. 
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Even in this deadly extremity, the brave lad's first thought 
was of his father, who, kept at his post by his gallant self- 
devotion, had no chance of escape should the people rise. On 
reaching the palace, he lost no time in craving an audience 
of his royal master. 

To George's great relief, he found the Bey in very good 
humour; for though the rumour of Blake's expedition had 
reached him, his confidence in the strength of his capital was 
so great that the report, instead of goading him to fury, 
seemed to amuse him. He laughed with childish glee at 
the discomfiture that awaited the * Franks,' and vowed to 
come to Goletta to enjoy their overthrow. 

The shrewd lad listened respectfully to his childish boast- 
ings, and ended by hinting, just at the right moment, that 
the townsmen, not gifted with the supreme wisdom of His 
Highness, had been foolish enough to be excited by this 
report, and might again attack the dockyard, in which 
case His Highness's new brigantine might be burned or 
broken. 

This was touching the selfish tyrant in the right place. 
He at once despatched a hundred men to protect the yard ; 
and, with the petty cunning not uncommon in a fool, he 
picked them from his life-guards, who hated the rabble, and, 
being hated by them in turn, might be trusted to fight against 
them, heart and soul. 

Nor was this alL Keminded by this mention of the dock- 
yard that he had neither seen nor heard of Captain Steel for 
many days, the Bey ordered him up to the palace next morn- 
ing; and thus did George achieve his double purpose of 
protecting the dockyard gang, and removing his father from 
the post of danger. 

When dismissed, George hastily swallowed some food, 
and then went into the garden to look for old Abraham 
Wilstow, to whom he communicated the great news of 
Blake's expedition against Tunis. 

Tlien there broke over the old man's haggard face a great 
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light of gladness, and he muttered in tremulous tones, with 
deep emotion : 

* I knowed the Lord would ne'er forsake us, though He hid 
his face for a season. £h ! to see English faces once more 
ere I die !* 

* Oh, you '11 not die yet, father ; you 're going to live a 
long while to enjoy your liberty.' 

*I know not that, lad; I doubt whatsoever joy be 
in store for me will come to me in a better world. But 
betide what will, I must needs be glad that God's hand will 
break the chains of his people, and bring them forth out 
of darkness.' 

All that evening George was ill at ease, expecting the 
appearance of Ayoob El Kebi, howling for the blood of 
himself and his parents. Nor did the ferocious Dervish's 
non-appearance allay George's anxiety one whit; for he felt 
certain Ayoob had not shown himself at the palace only 
because engaged in worse mischief elsewhere. 

These forebodings were speedily confirmed. The next 
morning Captain Steel arrived from Goletta, and the news 
he brought was far from encouraging. 

'That rascal you saw preaching in the town is stirring up 
the blackamoors against us with all his might ; and but for 
them soldiers, we'd have been attacked last night. When 
I rode out this morning, I heard some chaps sing out : 
"Death to unbelieving dogs!" and them Turks brought me 
by the country road, sayin' the town wam't safe.* 

* Same as with me yesterday,' put in George. 

* The Goletta folks,' pursued Steel, * look as if they could 
eat us, and the chaps along the roads are just as bad. One 
nigger shied a broken pot at me, and werry near hit me 
in the eye.' 

* And what did you do to him ?* 

* I 'd no call to do anything, for one o' my Turks cut him 
down, and t' other rode slap over him ; so it seemed to me 
he'd had as much talkin' to as he needed. £ut one can't 
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keep up that 'ere game for ever : if Admiral Blake don't heave 
in sight pretty quick, we 'U all have our throats cut !' 

*Well, Daddy/ cried his son, *your plan's to find some- 
thing that'll amuse old Billy, for if we don't keep him in 
good-humour noWy it's all up. S'pose you go and offer to 
cut him out some new toy or other. Hush ! here come the 
blackamoors to pilot you to the old chap. Mind what you 
say to him.' 

It was well for George that his father, not himself, had 
been summoned to the Bey's presence, for he was in no 
mood to play the courtier. His English blood boiled at 
the thought that the lives of himself and his parents hung 
on the caprice of a brutal and ignorant savage; and he 
thought with fierce joy how the coming fleet of Old England 
would humble the tyrant's childish arrogance. 

And then, as if to rebuke him, his glance fell suddenly 
upon the bowed form and quiet, sad face of old Wilstow, 
working patiently at his task in the garden below. 

*I could never have borne it as Ac's done,' muttered 
George ; * but if he does get free, what good can it do him ? 
Every soul belonging to him must be dead long ago. If I 
were in his place, I should go stark mad !' 

Just then Steel appeared at the end of the gallery, and 
his son hurried to meet him. But before either could utter 
a word, a harsh voice below yelled out the terrible Moslem 
war-cry : * Allah Ackbar !' (God is victorious). 

Father and son exchanged a meaning glance. Both knew 
at once that what they dreaded had come at last. In all 
Tunis there was but one man who dared utter such an outcry 
in the palace ; and that man was their foe, Ayoob El Nebi. 

The two men darted along the gallery into another which 
commanded the courtyard, where they beheld a strange 
sight. 

Around the entrance, and along the colonnade, the soldiers 
and slaves had gathered in groups, gazing with startled looks 
at the centre of the courtyai'd. 
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Beside the central fountain, in a blaze of sunshine, stood 
a figure which hardly seemed human at alL It was that 
of a man of great height, who appeared even taller from 
the frightful emaciation of his frame, which was merely a 
living corpse. 

The spectre's scanty dress — a tattered, dust-begrimed turban 
and rough cloak of black cameFs hair — revealed the greater 
part of his gaunt frame, the huge bones and joints of which 
stood out beneath the leathery skin like those of a skeleton ; 
and the unnatural contrast between his death-like appearance 
and the fierce energy of his movements was so terrific, that> 
had a corpse animated by a demon sprung up amid the 
startled throng, it could scarcely have been more appalling. 

His face was as unearthly as his figure. A low, retreating 
forehead, overshadowing two deep- set, cruel eyes ; high cheek- 
bones, a long hooked nose, a pinched, thin-lipped mouth, 
tilled with yellow fangs like those of a wolf; two huge 
bat-like ears, projecting from the fleshless face — all combined 
to suggest the idea of some huge vulture transformed into 
a man. The loose lips kept twitching convulsively like those 
of a wild beast athirst for blood; and in the fierce eyes 
burned the restless light of insanity. 

But, horrible as the fanatic's aspect was, it was not iliat 
which made George's bold heart quail. Kound the Dervish's 
neck, plainly outlined upon his bare, bony chest, hung a 
chain of coloured beads, the exact copy of that worn by 
George himself ! 

Till then the boy had tried to believe that the fanatic's 
possession of the mystic badge was merely a rumour; but 
now the proof was before his eyes. 

Just then the madman broke out in a wild scream : 

* I am the prophet of the desert ! I am Ayoob the Dervish, 
whom lions fear, and before whom robbers bow in reverence. 
I come to purge the land from unbelievers, and to wash it 
clean with their blood. Up and slay them ! slay, slay ! ' 

Luckily, Steel and his son were so placed that the Dervish 
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could not see them; but they could guess who were the 
unbelievers for whose blood he clamoured. 

*What means this?' asked a voice of stern surprise, as 
the Bey, attended by his guards, came forth for his morning 
ride. 

* Peace be with thee, Prince of Tunis,' cried the Prophet. 
* I am Ayoob El Nebi ; thou hast heard of me ?' 

* I have heard of thee,' said the Bey, with a troubled look. 
In fact, Koor-ed-Deen had heard quite enough of him to 

feel that the Dervish's coming had placed him in an awkward 
dilemma. If he yielded to Ayoob's demand, he must destroy 
the Christians who were doing him good service; if he 
refused, he must mortally offend one whom the superstitious 
Moors reverenced as a prophet. 

But before he could say another word, the fanatic burst 
forth: 

* Where are the unbelieving dogs who have crept under 
the shadow of thy throne ? Drag them hither !' 

* There is no need,' replied a stem voice. * Why should 
we shrink, who cannot be harmed by man?' 

And George entered the courtyard with his father. 

At sight of the chain which the lad wore, Ayoob's face 
grew perfectly fiendisL He, too, fancied himself the sole 
wearer in Tunis of the mystic rosary; and he now saw it 
on the neck of a Christian slave ! 

*Dog!' he yelled, * whence hast thou stolen that chain? 
The holy Sower would never profane his sacred badge by 
giving it to an infidel.' 

* If thou callest me " thief," ' said George quietly, * prove 
thy words.' 

This was a poser for Master Ayoob, who had no proof 
to offer. He looked blank, and muttered something about 
such gifts being only bestowed upon the Faithful 

George saw his advantage, and pressed it at once. 

*I deign not,' he cried, *to answer such words of folly. 
The Asylum of the Universe, for whom my magic hath 
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brought hidden thieves to light, knoweth whether / be a 
thief or no. And as for this chain, the Sower of the Seed 
can tell whether it hath been stolen, or whether he gave 
it freely. Let him decide between us.' 

* It is well spoken,' cried the Bey, * and this hath befallen 
at a lucky time ; for lo ! this very day have I had word 
that " He-who-Soweth-the-Seed " is turning his face toward 
Tunis the Noble, and ere five suns have set, he will be 
here !' 
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CHAPTER XXI T. 

IN THE lion's den. 

[HIS announcement was a thunderbolt to poor 
George, who had appealed to the decision of 
*the Sower' in the belief that that excellent 
man was countless miles away. 

* It jist sarves us right for sailin' under false 
colours, Daddy,' said he, after the Bey's departure. * Lying 
don't do for Englishmen, and if loe haven't told lies, we 've let 
'em be told for us. And now, you see, here 's the old chap 
himself coming, and he'll see I'm not the man he gave 
the chain to, and it'll all come out, and we'll be all 
murdered.' 

Captain Steel agreed with him; but, amid all these new 
dangers, one gleam of hope was visible. It was impossible that 
the Sower should have any clear idea of Narborough's face, 
which he had seen but once, for a few moments, in the dim 
and deceptive twilight ; and unless he remarked the difference 
in height, the exchange of persons might escape detection 
after all. 

In their present plight, even this frail hope gave them 
some satisfaction, which was greatly increased when they 
were unexpectedly relieved from the presence of their enemy, 
Ayoob. He had probably intended to take up his quarters 
in the palace, knowing that the Bey dared not object ; but 
that afternoon, moved by some new freak, ho tramped back 
to the city, yelling and tossing his arras wildly. 

The captain and his son spent the next three days like 
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men under sentence of death. Every hour brought nearer 
the dreaded coming of * Him-who-Soweth-the-Seed ;' and as 
each successive sun went down, the light of their life seemed 
to be going down with it. 

And now other disquieting rumours poured in. The Bey 
of the neighbouring state of Tripoli — a man universally 
dreaded for cunning and cruelty — having made a pilgrimage 
to the holy city of Kairwan, south-west of Tunis, was coming 
to visit the Bey of Tunis, his brother-in-law. This intelli- 
gence, coupled with the preaching of Ayoob El Nebi, the 
expected visit of * Him-who-Soweth-the-Seed,' and the threat- 
ened attack of the English squadron, suggested to the Steels 
the impleasant suspicion, soon changed into certainty, that 
Blake's advance had impelled the two Beys to form an 
alliance against the English, and that Ayoob and the Sower 
were preaching a * Jehad ' or holy war throughout the land, 
to exterminate the 'English infidels,' of course including 
themselves and all their captive countrymen. 

Close upon this came tidings that Blake's fleet had actually 
been seen off the coast of Algiers, standing to the eastward 
under a full press of sail. 

When this last news got abroad, all Tunis went mad once 
more. Again the yell of 'Death to the unbelievers I' echoed 
along the streets, and several unhappy Christians were mur- 
dered in open day. A vast mob came howling around the 
dockyard in which Captain Steel's gang were still at work ; 
and although cowed at first by the firm front of the guard, 
their numbers kept increasing hour by hour, and it was 
plain that they would soon be able for an attack not to 
be resisted. 

But the Bey's low cunning was equal to this emergency. 
During the night he had the whole fifty labourers secretly 
carried away in boats to one of the Goletta forts, where they 
were at once set to work in repairing the defences, which, 
with all his contempt for Blake's threatened attack, he 
thought it well to put in order. 
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Next morning, when the mob came surging around the 
yard with yells of *Kill the infidels!' the gate was thrown 
open, and they were invited to enter and satisfy themselves 
that there were no infidels there to kill. At the same time 
the Bey proclaimed through the city that the young * magi- 
cian ' and his father had been imprisoned in the palace, where 
they were to await the judgment of the * Sower.' 

Here the Bey actually told the truth for once. Partly 
to save the Steels from violence, partly to give them no 
chance of escaping, and partly also to humour the ferocious 
bigotry of the troublesome Dervish, this model sovereign 
put George and the captain under arrest in their own apart- 
ments, and placed armed sentries to keep them from com- 
municating with each other. 

On the second evening of his imprisonment^ Greoige heard 
a trampling of hoofs below, and then a wild din of barbaric 
music, and the crackle of musketry. 

Was the palace attacked? He sprang to the window; 
but his present room looked down, not upon the courtyard, 
but upon the secluded garden. 

George then appealed for an explanation to the sentry, 
who was luckily the same friendly soldier who had accom- 
panied him in his rides. 

From him George learned that the Bey of Tripoli had just 
arrived. 

The forlorn lad justly deemed that no good could result 
from the meeting of two such ruflSans. But there was 
another point about which George was still more anxious. 

*And the Sower of the Seedf asked he; * comes he not 
yetr 

' He is not yet come, but messengers have brought word 
hither that he hath reached the village of Sidi Noomaun, but 
two days' journey hence ; so he must soon be here.' 

George drew his breath hard. Only two days more ! and 
then all would be over ; for even could he utter a direct lie 
— which he felt he could not — it was hardly probable that so 
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keen an observer as this formidable chief should mistake him 
for a man half a head taller. 

Oppressed by these anxieties, the doomed lad slept little ; 
and when he awoke from his feverish, unrefreshing slumber, 
he was startled by a weird and awful sound, half growl and 
half roar, seeming to come from some remote part of the 
palace. Never before had George heard such a sound, and he 
took the first chance of questioning a soldier who had just 
* relieved guard ' at his door. 

The new sentry listened with a gloomy smile. 

*What thou hast heard,' said he, *is the roar of a lion 
which His Sublime Highness the Bey of Tripoli hath brought 
hither as a gift to the Asylum of the Universe ; and yesterday 
His Highness gave it no food, saying it will shortly be fed 
with/res^ meaV 

The ghastly grin that accompanied the last words was a 
suflScient explanation, but George needed none; for he had 
already heard enough of the Bey of Tripoli's pet lion, to 
which, according to rumour, its master was wont to give, now 
and then, as a titbit, some courtier who had displeased him, 
or some slave who seemed too weak for work. 

*What think'st thou, infidel?' asked the Arab, with an 
insolent leer ; * will the lion thrive on Christian flesh, or will 
it poison him V 

*I know not,' replied George, defiantly; *but tJioUy at 
least, art safe from him, for men give not to lions cowards 
like yourself!' 

But he soon had fearful proof that the wretch's jeers were 
no idle mockery. Towards noon he heard the lion's roar 
again, louder, sharper, with purpose in its note, and with it 
came a human cry — as of one in mortal pain. It was not 
repeated, but George had heard it, and his heart was like 
lead. 

When afternoon brought his friendly soldier, George 
questioned him; but the Arab, looking gloomy, cut him 
short at once. 
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Looking down into the garden, he espied old Abraham at 
work beneath. As Wilstow looked up, the lad saw on his 
wrinkled visage traces of strong emotion, which deepened 
when George asked the meaning of the sounds he had heard. 
Then the aged captive told a ghastly tale. 

That morning, another English slave, whose strength had 
been failing for some time, had been reported unfit for work 
of any kind. The worn-out man was dragged before the Bey, 
and ordered to choose between death and the adoption of the 
Moslem creed. He bravely refused life on such terms, and 
was cast to the lion forthwith. 

George drew back into his chamber, in a tempest of rage 
and horror that made his brain whirl. 

' God send the English squadron speedily !' he muttered. 

The next morning George rose from his broken sleep like 
a victim for the slaughter. Before that sun set, the coming 
of the terrible * Sower ' would decide his fate ; and what that 
fate was to be, old Wilstow's hideous revelations had made 
too clear. 

Toward noon, a stmnge tumult broke the tomb-like silence. 
Hoarse voices echoed along the corridors — steps were heard 
hurrying to and fro — and the clatter of hoofs resounded 
through the courtyard. Then all was still ; but a few hours 
later the uproar began again, more violently than ever. 

Feeling sure that something extraordinary must have 
happened, George threw back the curtain of his doorway, 
and looked out. 

The first thing he saw was the face of his friendly guards- 
man, who had just come to take his turn of duty. Geoi-ge 
would have addressed him, but the Moor wore a look that 
made the words die on his lips. 

*Abu-Djinn,' said the soldier, solemnly, Ho God we 
belong, and to God must we return. It is his< will that 
a mighty pillar should be struck from the true faith. The 
Sower of the Seed is dead /' 
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When George recovered from the shock of this astounding 
news, sufficiently to review his position, it seemed more 
hopeless than ever. True, the risk of detection was now at 
an end; but the mystic chain had become worthless by 
the death of its giver, and George felt sure that the burning 
hatred of Ayoob would lose no time in claiming its prey. 

Early next morning, he caught the scream of the savage 
Dervish below, and knew that the lives of himself and his 
parents were swaying in the balance once more. 

Two hours later, George was taken down into the court- 
yard, where he found his father. 

* Geordie,* whispered Steel, * that old sailor o' youm in the 
garden says that 'ere crazy chap 's going to make out that you 
and me had a hand in the death of the Sower.' 

There was no time to say more, for their guards hurried 
them off; but those few words were enough for the ready- 
witted lad, who quickly devised an answer to this charge. 

The soldiers led them down a long, narrow, gloomy passage 
between two high walls, sloping gradually downward. George 
had never seen this strange corridor before ; but he suddenly 
recalled, with a shudder, that he had heard such a passage 
spoken of as the way along which those condemned to 
die were led to their doom. 

He shot a quick glance backward, as if to measure the 
chances of a sudden dash for freedom ; but, in that narrow 
passage, the two stalwart soldiers who followed him rendered 
that plan hopeless. George's second thought was worthy of 
Jack Narborough himself. 

* Daddy,' whispered he to his father, 'these chaps hold 
their swords pretty carelessly, and one might grab one of 'em. 
When they bring us afore old Billy, you grab one sword and 
I '11 grab another, and we '11 kill the old blackamoor, and then 
make a run for it.' 

Captain Steel replied only by a nod of grim assent. 
The next moment the dismal alley made a sudden turn, 
and brought them out into a small courtyard paved with 

N 
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black marble. Along its sides stood ranged a double line of 
musketeers, and at the far end, on a pile of silken cushions in 
a kind of alcove, sat the Bey himself, beside the Prince of 
Tripoli. 

* What's the oddsT muttered George, recklessly; *it's only 
a Bey apiece, and that '5 not much of a job !' 

But ere he could make the throne vacant, as he intended, 
the guards unconsciously foiled his purpose by falling back, 
leaving him a full view of his two judges. 

The Bey of Tripoli, Abd'-Allah-'ul-Rahman (that is, Servant 
of God the Merciful) was more active and muscular than his 
younger companion. His stern features had more trace of 
intellect than the latter's heavy, bloated visage, but in every 
line might be read the merciless cruelty which had made his 
name a proverb from Egypt to Morocco. 

Near the two princes stood the spectral form of Ayoob the 
Prophet; and a hoarse roar suddenly drew the attention of 
our heroes to an equally unwelcome member of the party, 
namely, the lion, which, excited by the scent of * fresh meat,* 
was rubbing its huge head restlessly against the bars of its 
cage, and displaying fangs that could have crushed a buffalo. 

The Bey of Tunis looked fixedly at his two victims, and 
then whispered something to his brother-in-law, who replied 
by a low, cruel laugh. Then Noor-ed-Deen waved his hand 
toward Ayoob El Nebi, as if inviting him to speak. 

But the ferocious Dervish had sprung forward the moment 
he caught sight of the two hated faces, and, flourishing his 
bony arms wildly, shrieked : 

* Behold what comes of sparing infidels ! Had these dogs 
been slain, He-who-Soweth-the-Seed would have been living 
still !' 

*What words are these?' asked George, coldly. *Say'st 
thou we could kill the holy man at the distance of a 
day's journey V 

* Men call thee a magician P retorted Ayoob, with venom- 
ous emphasis. 
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* And wilt thou assert, before the Asylum of the Universe 
and His Highness of Tripoli, that any magic could have 
power against the holy Sower 1' 

Even Ayoob found no reply to this searching question ; for 
he knew that such an assertion would be a blasphemy that 
could not be suffered with impunity. For an instant he was 
silenced ; and George hailed his discomfiture with a taunting 
laugh, hoarsely echoed by another roar from the impatient 
lion. 

* Behold!' cried young Steel, jeeringly, 'the lion laughs at 
thy beard; he knows that the words thou hast spoken are 
not words of wisdom.' 

*Mock me not, unbelieving cur!' howled the fanatic. *I 
say not thou hast killed the holy man — Allah forbid that his 
priceless life should be in the power of a thing like thee ! I 
say only that from thee evil hath come to him. In the 
goodness of his heart he hath given to an infidel Frank 
the mystic chain that none but true Moslems should wear, 
and lo ! strangely and suddenly hath he sickened and died ! ' 

The Bey of Tunis seemed greatly impressed by this 
argument, and looked doubtfully at George. But the ready 
lad met the glance with a disdainful smile. 

* Happy is thy mother, oh Ayoob El Nebi, to have a son 
so skilled in argument. Only a few days ago thou didst vow 
that I had stolen this chain, and that the holy Sower could 
never have bestowed it upon an unbeliever; and lo! thou 
sayest now that he did give it me ! ' 

This was a settler for the worthy Prophet, whose disordered 
brain had forgotten having ever uttered the words so dexter- 
ously brought up against him. He looked so extremely foolish 
that Noor-ed-Deen gave a loud laugh, echoed by all the 
bystanders. 

And here, had George been wise, the matter would have 
ended. He had defeated the most implacable of his enemies, 
and had discredited him so thoroughly, that no charge which 
Ayoob might bring against him could have any weight. But, 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



212 IN THE LION*S DEN. 

unluckily, he was bent upon pressing his advantage, and 
pressed it too far. 

'Great Prophet,' said he, with mock respect, Hhou hast 
said thou art one whom lions fear. Yonder stands a lion — 
enter his cage, and let us see him crouch before thee !* 

lie wished his rash words unspoken, as he saw the flash of 
stem joy that brightened the madman's gloomy visage. Ayoob 
turned at once, and, without the least hesitation, went 
straight to the lion's cage ! 

Poor George's blood ran cold, for he now recalled, too late, 
all he had heard of the superhuman powers of beast-taming 
possessed by Eastern races; and, should the Dervish make 
good his vaunt, his own position would be worse than ever. 

Ayoob drew back with unfaltering hand the bolt of the cage 
door, and flung it open ! 

A grim silence fell over the crowded courtyard. Even the 
two princes bent forward eagerly to watch the event. 

The lion had ceased to roar, and couched himself lazily 
down. But at Ayoob's approach the monster lifted its mighty 
head, its tail began to switch ominously, its mane bristled, 
and all its native ferocity flamed in the fierce yellow eyes that 
were fixed hungrily upon the daring fanatic, as he stepped 
fearlessly into the cage. 

But just as a quick gasp of excitement from the terrified 
lookers-on anticipated the deadly spring, Ayoob, fixing his 
eyes sternly upon the lion, began to wave his hands over its 
head, uttering a low, dirge-like chant. 

The bristling mane sank again, the tail ceased to lash, the 
fire died out of the glaring eyes, and the beast crouched 
meekly back to its place ! 

*Now, Christian dog !' thundered the Dervish, *let us see 
thee do the like !' 

For one moment George stood in silent dismay. Die he 
must now ; and worse than death was the sudden recollection 
of the doom which he would bring upon his parents, too, by 
the discovery that he was, after all, no magician. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Ayoob, fixing his eyes sternly upon the lion, began to wave his 
hands over its head. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



IN THE IJON's DBN. 215 

With the slow, mechanical step of a sleep-walker, he 
moved toward the fatal cage. 

But, just when about to enter, he halted suddenly, and, 
turning to the Prince of Tunis, said impressively : * Asylum of 
the World, dost thou care much for this lion?* 

* Gold should not buy him of me,* replied the Bey. * But 
wherefore dost thou ask V 

*I ask,' answered George, solemnly, * because, should he 
arise against me, I must slay him with the breath of my 
mouth, and thou mightst be grieved at his loss.' 

*Thou shalt not do it !' cried the Bey, to whom this feat 
seemed easy for one whose magic had charmed away sickness, 
forced a thief to convict himself, and raised a dead man to life. 
*I will not suffer my lion to be destroyed. — Guards, dose 
the cage. — Kafir^ murakhaa /' (Unbeliever, you are dismissed). 

He waved his hand in sign of dismissal ; and George, saved 
from apparently certain death by his own audacity and the 
dullness of this royal blockhead, retired with his father in 
high glee. But they might have been less exultant had 
they heard the talk of the two Beys after their withdrawal 

* Brother Abd'- Allah, in the matter of this wonder-working 
unbeliever, my mind is as a bough swayed to and fro by the 
wind. Truly he hath done me good service, and will doubt- 
less do more, and it were folly to slay him. But my people 
are bitter against him, because he is of the breed of these 
Frank dogs who are coming against us ; and Ayoob El Nebi 
crieth for his blood. Counsel me, then, what it is best to do. 
If I spare the Frank, all Tunis will be against me ; and if I 
slay him, I cast away great advantage, and risk evil upon 
mine own head by lifting my hand against a magician.' 

'Assuredly the choice is hard/ replied the Bey of Tripoli; 
*for if he feared not yon lion, he must indeed be mighty in 
magic. But if he is of the race of the infidels who threaten 
us, may he not, when they come hither, aid them with his 
magic, and take away the strength of our warriors ?' 

This was the very apprehension that haunted Noor-ed-Deen. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



216 IN THE lion's den. 

And, hearing his secret fears put into words by one in whom 
he had full confidence, his purpose changed once more. 

* If so, it were better he should die ; howbeit I would not 
have his blood upon my head.' 

The Bey of Tripoli made no reply, and seemed deep in 
thought. Then he suddenly raised his head, and a smile 
worthy of a demon lighted up his wolfish face. 

* Let the fate of the infidel be decided by Zof,' said he ; * and 
then, if the chance go against him, what is that to thee?' 

* But the Prophet hath forbidden divination by arrows.' 

* Who spoke of arrows ? I have a better plan. Trust me, 
we will not transgress the holy Koran, nor bring down upon 
thy head the magician's blood. Art thou still skilled in the 
game of chess V 

* Ha ! I understand thee : thou wouldst decide the infidel's 
fate by a game of chess. A good thought.' 

The Prince of Tripoli's ghastly smile deepened into the 
grin of a hyaena. 

'Brother,' said he, *thou hast not quite fathomed my 
thought. Tell me — hast thou many criminals in prison just 
now?' 

* Assuredly ; praise be to Allah, our prisons are always full. 
But what is that to the purpose V 

*Much. Hearken unto my plan. Thou shalt choose 
sixteen criminals, who shall be arrayed in red, and sixteen 
Christian slaves, arrayed in white ; and among these Christian 
slaves shall be thy magician and his father. Then will we 
fashion their dresses like the pieces of chess, and with these 
living chessmen will we play our game ; and whenever a pawn 
or a piece is taken, thy executioner shall strike off the head 
of him who represents it Thus, if it be the magician's lot to 
fall, it is not thy doing, but his destiny; and so will thy 
people and the Dervish be content, and the English dogs will 
find no magic aid here. Say I well V 

And the other vowed with an approving laugh that nothing 
could be better. 
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THE GAME OF DEATH. 

* [F we are to die, lad, 'tis but a shorter way 

home to our Father. Fear not them which 
kill the body — there *s naught more they can 
do.' 

*I don't mind it for myself; but what's 
to become of mother?' 

' She is in God's hands, lad, as we are.' 

Thus talked old Wilstow and George Steel, on what they 
thought their last day upon earth. This day the deadly 
match devised by the two tyrants was to be played, and in 
the ranks of the doomed were Wilstow, Captain Steel, and his 
son. 

In the palace garden, watched by armed guards, were 
gathered the sixteen Christian martyrs who were to serve as 
the chessmen of the Bey of Tripoli ; for the Prince of Tunis, 
with childish cunning, had shifted from himself to his 
brother-in-law the responsibility of the dreaded magician's 
death. All were in white dresses, grotesquely ornamented, 
so as to give them a tolerable resemblance to chessmen. 

Every man knew what awaited him. But their faces wore 
no sign of grief or despair. They had suffered so long and 
cruelly, that the death which would have been to most men 
an agony and a terror was to them an unhoped relief. 

One alone looked stem and gloomy, and kept striding 
fiercely to and fro. George Steel, full of strength and energy 
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as he was, with his whole life before him, and the fleet of 
deliverance almost in sight, felt it hard to die so tamely, 
without one effort to save himself. Could he not escape 
even now 1 But if he did, he could not leave his father and 
mother. 

Just then Captain Steel's voice sounded in his ear. 

* Good-bye, my brave boy ; we can't both get off, I doubt. 
Please God, we'll meet again in a better place. If you 
should live through this business, look to your mother, and 
die with her if you can't get her clear. God bless you !' 

A burst of wild music told that the two crowned murderers 
were coming forth, and the guards, forming in line, drove 
their prisoners toward the place of doom. 

As if that nothing might be wanting to heighten the 
horror of this awful tragedy, its scene was the most beautiful 
spot in the whole neighbourhood. Close to the palace, a 
small spring of clear water bubbled up, preserving one tiny 
patch of living green, which had been enlarged and improved 
by successive rulers. Broad-leaved palms had been planted 
there, beneath the protecting shade of which gorgeous tropical 
flowers grew and flourished, turning the spot into a 
miniature fairyland. 

This charming little garden had been a favourite resort 
with the late Bey, who had surrounded it with a high 
palisade, and erected in it a small marble audience-hall, in 
which he had held his court. Through the pillared sides 
the air had free course, and the roof covered only a portion 
of the building, the centre being open to the sky. 

Here, then, was the spot where the game of death was to 
be played. This tiny paradise owed its loveliness to the care 
of the men who were now led thither to die ; and it was with 
all nature's fullness of life and beauty around them that the 
doomed band were about to go down into the blackness of 
death. 

All preparations were already made. The alternate slabs 
of black and white marble pavement formed a ready-made 
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chess-board for the living pieces. Thrones had been placed 
for the two princes. Between the marble columns stood 
ranged in a double line the soldiers of the guard, and all 
around, outside the pillars, clustered like bees the native 
spectators. 

At any time this unheard-of contest would have gathered a 
large crowd, but when it became known that the life of the 
dreaded 'magician' hung upon the game, all Tunis poured 
out to watch the event. Even nmo the superstitious Moors 
expected some astounding manifestation of the sorcerer's 
power to save him at the last; and a buzz of excitement 
circled through the throng as the Christian captives were seen 
approaching. 

When they arrived, they found the sixteen Moorish 
criminals, forming the other party in this dreadful match, on 
the spot, clad in blood-red robes. All were ruflSans steeped 
in crime, and their scowl of dogged sullenness contrasted as 
strikingly with the calm fearlessness of the martyrs, as the 
latter's snow-white robes with the blood-red dresses of the 
criminals — ^a fit type of the spotless innocence of one party 
and the blood-dyed guilt of the other. 

At opposite ends of the board were stationed two richly- 
dressed Moorish heralds with gilded rods. The two Beys had 
already seated themselves, and beside them, with a fierce and 
hungry joy in his hollow eyes, stood the gaunt form of Ayoob 
El Nebi. 

Apart from the rest, as if even these ruffians shrank from 
him, appeared a bare-limbed, hunchbacked negro, with one 
eye, and a face hideously deformed by smallpox. This wretch 
— as might be guessed from the huge broad-bladed knife in 
his bony hand — was the headsman of Tunis himself. 

But neither this ghastly apparition nor the awful certainty 
that it suggested could shake the firmness of the English. 
Calmly and steadily the doomed men took their places, and 
the tyrant of Tripoli, who had hoped to feast his eyes upon 
their terror and despair, growled in angry surprise. 
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'Will nothing make these stubborn dogs give way? I 
thought to see them tremble, and lo ! they are as cheerful as if 
bidden to a feast ! ' 

* Shall we torture them before the game begins, to break 
down their courage 1* said Noor-ed-Deen. 

* Not so, for then should we mar our own pleasure, since, 
if we wear out their strength ere the match begins, they will 
show no sport. Let us play our game, and then may we 
amuse ourselves by torturing to death those who survive.* 

The Bey of Tunis assented, and commanded his heralds 
to proclaim the regulations of the match, to which the 
lookers-on listened with savage enjoyment. 

When the sonorous voices died away, a deep and chilling 
silence fell over the vast assembly, broken by the Bey of 
Tripoli. 

*Is all ready r asked he, impatiently. 

*A11 is ready,* answered Noor-ed-Deen. 'Brother, I give 
thee the first move.* 

* Let us begin, then.' 

And, running his cruel eyes over the English band, as if 
still hoping to find some sign of weakness in these indomit- 
able men, the Tripolitan cried : * Pawn to king's fourth !' 

One of the two Moorish ofl&cers waved his gold-tipped rod, 
a solitary figure stepped forth from the English line to the 
spot indicated, and the Game of Death began. 

It is needless to dwell upon the sickening details of that 
cold-blooded butchery. Whether by accident or design, the 
firmness of the doomed men was tried by a long and terrible 
suspense ere a single blow was struck. At last the Bey of 
Tunis took one of his opponent's pawns, and the headsman's 
knife flashed and fell, carrying a martyr's life with it. 

And then, as if this were the signal of havoc, pawns and 
pieces were rapidly exchanged by the remorseless players, and 
death began his feast. Man after man went down, till only 
eight were left alive on the side of the Bey of Tripoli, and 
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only seven on the other. But still the lessening band of 
stout English hearts faced their doom fearlessly as ever, and 
still old Wilstow, with the light of a strange gladness on his 
worn face, cheered them with the same brave and comforting 
words with which he had upheld John Narborough in his 
last agony a year before. 

* Lift up your hearts, lads ! Yet a few moments, and we 
be all safe in the harbour of eternal peace, where no evil 
thing can vex us more ! ' 

* Silence, dog of a Christian ! ' roared one of the marshals, 
and struck the poor old man savagely across the face. 

Captain Steel, whom the movements of the game had 
brought close to Wilstow, clenched his strong hand in wrath ; 
but a cry of alarm from the crowd, and a sudden darkness 
that fell over the scene of death, stayed the Englishman's 
arm in amazement. 

So completely had the fatal game absorbed its spectators, 
that no one had noticed a low bank of cloud creeping slowly 
up the sky. But it spread with such portentous rapidity that 
it could no longer pass unheeded. Mile after mile of the 
clear bright sky was swallowed up, and on came the terrible 
shadow, till the sun itself was blotted out, and all above was 
one mass of gloom. 

The breeze had died away. The leaves of the palms 
hung motionless on the hot, close air; even the flowers 
drooped their heads, as if feeling the approach of something 
terrible. 

The credulous Arabs saw in these ominous signs 
the coming vengeance of the 'magician,' and shuddered as 
they gazed. Beneath that unearthly gloom, the upturned 
faces, livid with superstitious terror, looked ghastly, and 
every man saw in his neighbour's countenance the horror 
branded on his own. 

Suddenly a pale gleam quivered along the horizon, and 
was gone. No thunder followed ; but, a few seconds later, 
another flash, fierce and sudden as if a furnace-door had 
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been opened and shut again, flamed athwart the whole sky, 
and a deep, hollow rumble came so quickly after it as to 
show that the storm was almost upon them. 

The Prince of Tunis, who had from the first had his 
secret fears, whispered tremulously to his companion : * This 
is no eariJdy storm, brother ; the wizard hath raised it against 
us. Had we not better give him his life, ere worse come 
of it?' 

*Tush,' answered the bolder villain, *wouldst thou have 
us own ourselves cowards before all Tunis ? We shall soon 
see if this fellow's magic is stronger than a headsman's arm.' 

Ayoob, who overheard them, started from his place, and 
strode to the spot where George was standing, determined 
to slay his rival himself rather than let him escape. And 
George, as he saw the skeleton form and foul, murderous 
eyes close to his own, felt as if Death himself were before 
him. 

A moment later, the voice of the Bey of Tripoli, barely 
audible through a louder peal of thunder, cried : * Check to the 
king !' 

And now George's fate appeared certain ; for Prince 
Abd'-Allah's knight had given check not only to the white 
king (Wilstow), but also to one of the castles (George him- 
self). The Tripolitan's next move would undoubtedly be 
to take the castle ; and Ayoob uttered a growl of revengeful 

joy. 

The Bey of Tunis moved his king out of check. 

Then came a dreadful pause; for the tyrant of Tripoli, 
wishing to torture the doomed lad by prolonging this sick- 
ening suspense, seemed to hesitate upon his move. Mean- 
while the storm rose to its height, flash following flash, and 
thunder succeeding thunder. 

At last the despot, looking keenly upon the unquailing 
face of the young hero, uttered the fatal words: * Knight 
takes castle 1' 

Ayoob broke into a horrid laugh. Captain Steel turned 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE OAHB OF DEATH. 223 

away his head, and Wilstow muttered brokenly: 'Lord, 
have mercy upon his soul !' 

But, to the dismay of the spectators — who had surged 
forward in a mass to see whether the * wizard' could be 
killed like an ordinary man — the headsman drew nervously 
back, and let fall his knife. 

* See ye that, brothers %* whispered the Moors, with looks 
of awe ; * the executioner hath no power to strike him !' 

* What ails thee, fellow V cried the Bey of Tripoli * Strike 
quickly, or it shall be the worse for thee /' 

*But he is mighty in magic,' stammered the headsman, 
* and he weareth the sacred chain.' 

*What of thatr yelled Ayoob. *Do thine ofl&ce, or 
another shall quickly do it upon fJiee /* 

* I — I dare not,' faltered the headsman, shrinking back. 

'Coward!' hissed the Dervish; *dost thou fear an un- 
believer 1 / will show thee how such caitiffs should be dealt 
with !' 

And with one hand he tore the sacred chain from George's 
neck, while with the other he dragged forward the reluctant 
executioner, and forced him to lift his dripping knife above 
his victim. 

* Now, dog of an idolater ! ' roared the fanatic, * call upon 
thy false gods to save thee if they can !' 

* God is able to save me, even now, if He will,' answered 
the gallant boy. 

The dauntless words were hardly uttered when the whole 
sky was torn open by a blinding glare, followed by a thunder- 
clap which shook that den of crime to its foundations. 

When the flash had passed, the appalled spectators saw 
George standing unhurt. But at his feet was stretched the 
headsman, a blackened, shrivelled corpse; and beside him 
lay groaning the savage Dervish, with his hands pressed 
convulsively upon his rayless eyes, from which the sight 
of all earthly things had been blasted for ever. 
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N Narborough awoke on the momiDg after 
3 romantic escape from Gibraltar, he almost 
pected to see around him the walls of his 
tie Spanish house, instead of the timbers of 
_3 man-of-war. And he was still more con- 
vinced that he must be dreaming, when he saw bending over 
him a face which he had not seen for years, and had never 
expected to see again. 

* D' ye know me, mate V asked a hearty voice. * I should 
never ha' knowed you, if they hadn't told me.' 

* Why, it can't be Bob Brooke V said Jack, staring. 

*It can, though. When we parted comp'ny in Old 
England we didn't expect to meet here — eh, mate ? I could 
hardly b'lieve my eyes last night, when I see'd my old pal. 
Bill Cleaver, as was prisoner with me aboard that corsair, 
hauled up the side like a fish ; and when he told me that you 
was there too, I could hardly b'lieve my ears neither.' 

* Is Dora all right r 

* The little lass that came with ye 1 Oh, she 's all right ! 
She 's on deck, and talkin' away to the fo'c'stle hands nine- 
teen to the dozen. But come, tumble up, and git some 
beef and biscuit aboard afore yer talk with the h'admiral; 
he giv' orders you was to go to him when you woke.' 
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*Wliat admiral r 

* What admiral ! Why, Admiral Robert Blake—" Fighting 
Bob," as we calls him — the best seaman as ever walked 
a quarter-deck, God bless him! I'm proud to have such 
a namesake. — But now I must belay, and let you take 
in your stores.' 

Jack readily obeyed, having eaten nothing since the 
previous afternoon; but he stopped at the first mouthful 
to ask after poor Vasquez. 

* He ben't a pin the worse ; our h'admiral 's not the 
boy to let any man lose by helpin' Englishmen. We landed 
him this momin' with enough money to buy three sitch 
boats as that he 's lost.' 

And then Brooke told of his mission to Cromwell, and 
how, hearing that Blake's squadron was getting ready for 
sea, he had hurried down to Plymouth and volunteered 
for the expedition. 

Jack now arrayed himself in the trim man-o'-war suit 
supplied him, instead of his soaked Spanish dress; and 
Bob, eyeing him approvingly, led the way on deck. 

Jack perceived with surprise that Gibraltar already lay 
far astern, and the vessel was running south-east by east 
before a fresh breeze. The whole squadron was in sight, 
and the tall masts and snow-white sails, high gilded poops 
and painted hulls, outlined against the deep blue sea in 
the cloudless sunshine, formed a picture that made Jack's 
English heart swell with pride, and with stem joy at the 
thought that a few days more would bring them within 
gunshot of the villains whose cruelties were the byword 
of the whole world. 

On the quarter-deck above them a solitary man was pacing 
to and fro, with his hands behind him, and his head bowed 
as if in thought; and, as the young sailors clambered up 
the poop-ladder, the great admiral came slowly towards 
them, and Jack had a full view of him. 

Though in his fifty-fifth year, Blake still possessed all 

O 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



226 * FIGHTING BOB.' 

the untiring endurance for which he was famed. He had 
the square, thick-set build of a true sailor, and his large 
proportions and dignified bearing gave the effect of unusual 
height to a figure which did not really exceed the middle 
stature. 

His face, too, showed little sign of age. His complexion 
was still fresh, despite sun and storm. His erect carriage 
reminded close observers that before becoming England's 
first seaman he had been a general in her army. His 
handsome features wore a stern, impressive calmness which 
never failed to strike any one who saw him for the first 
time ; and his piercing eyes had an overawing power which, 
as his men said, * would ha' made a lie go backward down 
the throat of any man as dared tell him one.' 

Brooke, to whom the hero was an object of enthusiastic 
reverence, was proud of being able to show him to Jack 
for the first time, and looked eagerly at his friend, to see 
the effect produced upon him. But that effect was such 
that he was completely thunder-struck. 

Had a spectre suddenly risen before our hero, he could 
hardly have looked more startled. Forgetting even his 
naval salute, he stood as if turned to stone. 

Bob stood aghast at such unaccountable disrespect; but 
Jack had a sufficient reason for his apparent rudeness. The 
first sight of the great leader's face brought back to him, 
in a sudden flash of recollection, his dream aboard the 
brig, in which he had seen a man strike down the lions 
that were about to devour the chained captives. That 
visionary man stood before him now ! The stalwart frame, 
the rich di-ess, the grand, statuesque composure, the handsome 
face, the calm, stem look, the long black whiskers and 
piercing eyes — all were there ! 

Blake, who naturally supposed that this lad was feeling 
shy at his novel position, attempted to reassure him by 
saying kindly : * Why do you look at me so hard, my lad % 
have you ever seen me before?' 
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*Yes, once — in a dream f^ replied Jack, so full of this 
strange coincidence, that the words were spoken before he 
could arrest them. 

Brooke, thinking his comrade mad, stared at him blankly ; 
but Blake seemed not a whit discomposed. 

* In a dream V echoed he. * How was that V 

Jack told briefly his strange vision, and the famous warrior 
listened with earnest attention. In common with his brother- 
Puritans, Blake held that dreams were still, as in the days 
of early Scripture, divine counsels or warnings, to be rever- 
enced accordingly ; and he listened to this simple sailor as to 
a direct revelation from Heaven. 

* Gideon,* he muttered, * drew encouragement from another 
man's dream, when he went forth against the heathen to 
save his own people ; and why not I too, who am doing the 
likef 

But this tinge of mysticism, which contrasted so strikingly 
with the harder and more practical side of this remarkable 
man's character, vanished when he began to question Jack 
about his recapture of the lAon — the fame of which had 
long since reached England — appealing now and then to 
Brooke, as having been a prisoner in the hands of those 
very pirates about whom the admiral was now inquiring. 

Every point, great or small — ^the Moors* mode of fighting, 
the weight of metal carried by their guns, the accuracy of 
their aim as compared with that of the English, the effect 
of their fire upon the brig, the amount of discipline among 
them, and even the numbers and losses on either side — were 
dealt with by a series of questions so clear, so brief, so 
thoroughly to the point, that Jack wondered more and 
more at the marvellous scope of a mind for which the 
most minute detail was not too trivial, nor the most com- 
plicated question too hard. 

Just then a swell of deep voices came floating up from 
below, as the sailors timed their hauling of the weather- 
braces to a rough popular song, composed in honour of 
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the victories gained by Blake and his colleague, Sir George 
Ayscue, over the Dutch two years before. 

* The moody Dutch are tame and cool. 

And much inclined for peace ; 

(Haul, boys I) 
Our gallant navy in the pool 
Hath melted all their grease. 

(Haul, hoys, haul I) 

* Brave Blake and Ayscue are the men 

To sack their hoard of riches ; 

(Haul, boys !) 
When we have conquered Holland, then 
The Dutch may sell their breeches. 

(Haul, boys, haul I) ' 

A grave smile flitted over the great admiraVs face, 
deepening into a glow of stern enthusiasm as the fugleman 
of this impromptu band put in an appropriate verse of his 
own, fated to be prophetic : 

* And if the Turk that *s fat as pork 

Won't set our brethren free, 

(Haul, boys I) 
We *11 make his town go tumbling down 
To the bottom of the sea ! 

(Haul, boys, haul I) * 

Ere Blake could resume his questions, there came an un- 
looked-for interruption. 

Dora — already on the friendliest possible terms with the 
whole crew — was only half comforted by their assui^ances 
that they were going straight to Tunis, to free all the 
prisoners. She wanted to go and plead the cause of her 
parents to the admiral himself; and was hardly restrained 
by reiterated warnings that 'nobody warn*t allowed on the 
quarter-deck without the h*admiral sent for 'em.' 

But the men soon dispersed to their various stations, and 
Dora, left to herself, flew aft at once. Scrambling up the 
poop-ladder, she ran straight to the terrible man at whose 
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name Spain and Holland trembled, and, throwing her little 
arms round his knees, chirped out: *0h, please, Mr Blake, 
go quick to Tunis, and take father and mother and George 
out of prison 1' 

Bob and Jack stood aghast at this intrusion; but Blake 
lifted the child tenderly in his strong arms, and, kissing 
her cheek, said kindly : 

* That 's just where we ^re going, my little maid ; and 
it won't be long, please God, ere we have your father and 
mother and brother aboard here safe and sound/ 

*0h, thank you, thank you V cried Dora, gleefully, as she 
nestled to him with that simple, child-like confidence which 
cannot imagine any one being unkind to it. *I knew it 
would be all right the minute we could tell you where they 
are, for then you'd have nothing to do but go and take 
the town.' 

The great admiral smiled. To him this child's perfect 
faith in his power to dash in pieces the strongest fortress 
of North Africa was a higher compliment than the applause 
of all England ; and he drew the tiny figure closer as Dora 
ran on: 

* I 'm 50 glad we 're going to see you beat the Moors. I 
want Jack to see how you do it, because h^ 's going to be an 
admiral some day.' 

* Dolly ! Dolly !' remonstrated poor Jack, despairingly. 
*Well, you know you are, Jack, for you've told me so,' 

persisted Dolly stoutly, heedless of his imploring gestures. 
*He's going to be an admiral by-and-by,' she went on, 
turning to Blake with an explanatory air, *and he'll have 
a grand coat just like yours, and a sword by his side, and 
ever so many ships of his own; and I'm to be his wife, 
and we '11 cruise all over the sea, and beat the Dutchmen, 
and Spaniards, and Turks, just as you do.' 

At this modest programme — which Dora rehearsed as 
confidently as if it were done already — Bob turned away 
to hide a grin, and poor Jack looked ready to die. 
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* Nay, never be ashamed of it, lad,' said Blake ; * he who 
is bent on being an admiral will not long remain a cabin- 
boy, and we can all do our best for God and our country. 
Are you strong enough for work yet?* 

' I 'm always strong enough to do my duty, your 
honour.' 

* Right ! If you 're of that mind, we '11 soon find work 
for you, for the cause in which we are engaged needs every 
English heart and hand.' 

That day Jack and his comrades were enrolled among 
the crew of the George as * ordinary seamen.' 

'Well, my bo', what d'ye think of Fightin' Bob?' asked 
a veteran seaman of our hero. 

* I thinT^,' said Jack, emphatically * that, with him for a 
skipper, I 'd sail round the world in a cockle-shell ! ' 

*And so would I. He's one o' the right sort, is the 
h'admiral — a bit of true English oak — and a kind heart 
underneath it all. D' ye know what I heerd tell of him 
once? 'Twas in the old war, ten years agone, afore he 
had the luck to be a honest sailor, and when he was nothin' 
better than a general in the h'army — more 's the pity that 
sitch a fine fellow should have begun so badly! Well, 
there was some fightin* at Bridgwater, where he was born ; 
and his brother, a harum-scarum young chap as must always 
be first, made a dash in among the h'enemy when there 
wam't no call for it, and got killed. Word cum to Fightin' 
Bob as his only brother was killed. Fightin' Bob never 
flinches — never changes colour even — and all he said was : 
"Sam had no business there." Back he goes to his quarters, 
and shuts himself in ; and then his man, who was on dooty 
outside, heerd him burst out sobbin' and cryin' as if his 
heart would break. There 's a man for yer !' 

* Ay, that 's just his way,' said another. * He be always 
good to children, too; and they takes to him wonderful 
That little maid as ye browt aboard is good friends with 
him already. But if anybody touches a English ship or a 
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Englishman, Fightin' Bob's way is just " a word and a blow, 
and the blow first." Did yer ever hear what he did once at 
Malaga 1 Some of our men got leave to go ashore, and 
while one o' them was a-cruisin' round the town, what 
should heave in sight but a procession, in honour of some 
Popish saint or other, with a lot o' flags, and h'images, and 
old rags and bones, and sitch-like idolatrous rubbish. Well, 
the Spaniards — ^as the way o' them Papishers is — off with 
their hats, and down on their knees in the dirt; but o' 
course Jack warn't a-goin' to knuckle down to no sitch 
nonsense, so he stood as upright as a mast, and put his hat 
on tighter than ever.* 

* And quite right too,' growled Brooke, an Englishman of 
the old school. 

*And quite right too, as you says. But it warn't quite 
right so far as he was consamed, for all at once one o' them 
precious monks, that's always got their dirty fingers in 
some mischief, sings out: "Down with the heretic!" and in 
a moment a lot o' they Spanish lubbers opened fire on poor 
old Jack with a broadside of stones and dirt and rotten 
oranges, and he had to crowd all sail and run for the water- 
side, with half the town in his wake, slashin' at him with 
knives and hatchets; and he was glad enough to swim off 
and git aboard again, with three or four tidy holes in his 
figure-head, and pretty nigh under bare poles in regard of his 
riggin'. When the h'admiral heerd the yarn, he said never a 
word ; but he jist twisted his fingers into his whiskers — so — 
and tugged at 'em as if he 'd pull 'em out. 'Twas always his 
way when he was partic'lar dangerous ; and if ever you sees 
him do that, look out for squalls ! Well, he sends a boat 
ashore, and says to the Spanish wiceroy, says he : " Hand up 
that 'ere monk as raised that breeze, or there '11 be trouble." 
Says the wiceroy : " That can't be did — 'cause why ? my 
court's got no power over monks and priests," says he; 
which was as big a lie as ever was told, and our Bob knowed 
it. Says Fightin' Bob to him : " If that there monk ben't 
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aboard this here craft in an hour/' he says, "I'll open fire 
on the town !"' 

A grufif chuckle of approval filled up the momentary 
pause. 

*And then, to show 'em he wam't jokin', he anchored 
broadside-on to the town, cleared the decks for h'action, ran 
out his guns, lighted his matches, and got all ready. But the 
time wam't up by good ten minutes, when what should we 
see but a boat comin' off, with that 'ere blessed monk a-sittin' 
in her stam-sheets; and if Master Monk didn't look as if 
he'd ha' been worry glad to be somewhere else, my name 
ben't Tom Davis!' 

Honest Tom's hoarse laugh was lustily echoed by his 
hearers. 

*When the old monk corned crawlin' up the side, the 
h'admiral looked at him as a bear might look at a monkey. 
"As they've given you up peaceably," says he, "I won't 
hang you this time," he says; "but tell the wiceroy if 
he 'd brought a complaint agin that sailor for disturbin' the 
procession, I'd ha' punished him myself," he says; "but 
since the Spaniards have took the law in their own hands," 
he says, " I '11 make 'em know that whoever touches an 
Englishman has got to answer for it !" ' 

*Ay, the h'admiral 's the boy to talk to any impudent 
chap,' said a third sailor ; * he fears neither man nor foul- 
fiend, doesn't our Bob. / was with him aboard this ship, 
when he and Van Tromp — him as carried the broom at his 
mast-head to show that he'd swept us English from the 
sea, and be hanged to his Dutch impudence — ^had their 
turn-up in the Channel. The Dutchman's first broadside 
beat in the stam-gallery, smashed her ports, and knocked her 
binnacle clean away ' 

* And knocked the end of my nose off with a chip of it,' 
grunted a grim old topman. 

*And the splinters flew all over the h'admiral on the 
quarter-deck, like a shower o' hail. D'ye s'pose Fightin' 
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Bob took any heed ? Not lie ! He never budged a h'inch ; 
and the only words he said was : " Well, it 's not very polite 
of Van Tromp to mistake my ship for a tavern, and break my 
windows!" But I see'd him tug at his whiskers, same as 
Tom was a-tellin' yer; and by that I knowed that them as 
fired that 'ere broadside 'ud have to "pay the shot" and 
pretty heavy too. And so it befell ; for afore our Bob and 
Master Van Tromp parted comp'ny, the Dutchman had cause 
to wish he 'd let him alone.' 

That day being Sunday, the admiral mustered his men for 
prayers as usual, and prayed with them according to his 
custom. That scene was one which Jack Narborough never 
forgot The cloud of snow-white canvas overhead — the 
bright l)lue sea all around — the endless file of sturdy figures 
and weather-beaten visages in the cloudless sunshine — the 
lighter frames and smooth fresh faces of the ship's boys — 
and, in the midst, the stately form and noble features of the 
hero, as he prayed for the brave fellows who were about to 
follow him into the jaws of death, with his massive head 
devoutly bared, and the eyes that had never quailed before 
man cast down reverently in the presence of Grod. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 



THE LAST HAZARD. 




iHE terrific catastrophe which cut short the 
Game of Death put an end to all thought of 
violence against George Steel ; for the most 
ferocious cut-throat in Tunis would have 
shuddered at the thought of lifting a hand 
against the dreaded 'magician' who had brought down fire 
from heaven to strike one man dead and another man blind 
for daring to threaten him. 

But, by a strange inconsistency, these superstitious rufl&ans 
saw nothing contradictory in their being able to keep prisoner 
the formidable man who could thus call down upon his foes 
the thunders and lightnings of heaven. Their belief was 
that, after any great achievement, a magician's power was 
expended for the time, like a snake's venom after striking; 
and hence, the English wizard would be, for some time after 
this superhuman feat, as easily handled as an ordinary 
man. 

Moreover, they were persuaded that no magic could have 
power against a spot consecrated by the dust of a Moham- 
medan saint, and therefore imprisoned George in a small 
ruined shrine on the outskirts of the city, erected over some 
famous Moslem devotee, who, having been more lazy, dirty, 
and useless than any man of his time, was of course taken for 
a saint. 
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George's companions escaped better than they had hoped. 
Captain Steel was sent off unharmed to join his workmen in 
repairing the Goletta forts, no communication being allowed 
him with his son or wife. Wilstow and the other Christian 
captives got off with their lives, and were merely taken back 
to their usual work. 

They might not have escaped so easily had the Bey still 
had beside him his savage brother-in-law. But the latter had 
gone home to Tripoli, ostensibly to gather forces to help 
Tunis, but really to strengthen his own capital, should it 
be attacked in turn. 

The shrine serving as George's prison was a small square 
chamber of stone, with a vaulted roof and two doors, stand- 
ing in a tiny paved court with a pillared cloister around its 
four sides, the whole building being embowered in a thick 
clump of palms. The central chamber was given to George 
himself, the soldiers appointed to guard him being quartered 
in the cloister outside. 

For several days his behaviour confirmed his guards in 
their belief that his magic power was exhausted. He moved 
in a heavy, unconscious way, never spoke except when 
addressed, ate and drank mechanically, and, when walking in 
the courtyard, passed the soldiers without seeming aware of 
their presence. In a word, he was — as his warders said — 
*a body without a soul.' 

Nor was this surprising. The terrific shock of the * Game 
of Death,' coming after the almost intolerable anxieties of the 
preceding days, had proved too much even for George's strong 
nerves; and, for the present, the clever, fearless lad was 
little better than an idiot. 

Meanwhile the strengthening of the harbour defences 
proceeded apace, for the Prince of Tripoli had urgently 
impressed upon his brother-in-law the necessity of strengthen- 
ing his position to the utmost, in order to make the over- 
throw of the unbelievers as crushing as possible. 

Several new batteries were erected along the edge of the 
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harbour, near the spot now occupied by the station of the 
railway from Goletta to Tunis. The forts were mounted 
with heavier guns, and formidable additions made to the 
fortified mole of Porto Ferino, which formed a kind of out- 
work. Moorish as well as Christian slaves were pressed into 
the service, and the work went on day and night. 

In truth, there was no time to lose; for any day might 
bring Blake's squadron to their shores. But three days 
passed without any sign of it; and the tyrant, seeing 
the threatened assault delayed, and the dreaded magician 
securely caged, felt his terrors abate, and his native cruelty 
revive. 

On the fourth morning of George's imprisonment, his 
guards, lounging about the colonnade, were gossiping on the 
news of the day. 

* The infidels seem in no haste to come against us,' one man 
jeered. * Methinks their courage hath cooled.' 

* I doubt,' said another, * the dogs will not come at all.' 

* Say not so, AH. / hope they wiM come speedily ; for 
even now is His Sublime Highness, the Bey of Tripoli, 
preparing many ships of war against them; and if those 
ships come upon them from behind while they have our 
batteries in front, their lives will be as com to the reaper.' 

'So perish all the foes of Islam! But I marvel the 
Asylum of the World should trust the building and repairing 
of his defences to infidels of the same breed as the sons of 
Shaitaun (Satan) that come against us. Fears he not lest 
they should play him false V 

* It is even that which men say they are doing,' said a man 
who had just come in. *It hath been told His Sublime 
Highness that the unbelievers have treachery in their hearts, 
and are building slowly, that the defences may not be ready 
in time ; wherefore he hath sent orders to the commandant of 
the forts that if within seven days the work be not ended, 
the Christian dogs shall all be slain, and with them the 
infidel nakhudah (captain), the father of this magician.' 
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'Even hCy friend Behram?' cried several voices, in 
surprise. 

'Yea, truly. The magician himself may not be touched, 
but his father will assuredly die if he be found in fault ; the 
Asylum of the Universe hath spoken it.* 

And so the rough fellows chatted on, little dreaming what 
their careless words were to do, or rather had already done. 

George was listening half-unconsciously to their talk 
through the open doorway. Though still weighed down by 
his strange lethargy, his elastic mind was beginning to 
recover ; and a skilled physician would have foretold that the 
mental balance which a shock had overthrown, another shock 
might restore. 

Nor had he long to wait for it. There came suddenly to 
his ear, terribly distinct, the fatal words : 

* If within seven days the work be not ended, the Christian 
dogs shall all be slain, and with them the infidel captain, the 
father of this magician !* 

George sprang to his feet like a madman, the numbness 
that had paralysed his brain vanishing at once. A moment 
later came the deadly confirmation : 

* The magician himself may not be touched, but his father 
will assuredly die if he be found in fault.' 

Under the pressure of this dreadful crisis, George was at 
once his own daring self once more, and rallied all his powers 
to avert the blow. 

Seven days more — only seven days — and then all would be 
over. His father was doomed, and his mother likewise — for, 
sorely tried as she had been, she could never survive so cruel 
a bereavement. 

True, the English fleet must be close at hand, and miglit 
come up in time. But it would be madness to trust anything 
to chance. The wind might change or die away, and the 
squadron of deliverance come too late. Whatever was to be 
done to rescue his parents must be done by himself. 

His plan was quickly formed — to seize a boat, put forth to 
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meet the English squadron, and entreat Blake to send a fast- 
sailing frigate in advance, to alarm the town, and postpone 
the execution of the captives. 

To almost any lad of his age, so wild a scheme would have 
appeared hopeless; but George Steel, with Narborough's 
wonderful recapture of the brig fresh in his memory, felt 
equal to any feat of daring could he once get free. 

But how was this to be done ? To scale the wall or force 
the door without being seen by his guards was impossible ; 
and he could not fight twenty armed men single-handed. 

Stay ! what was this story that old Wilstow had once told 
him of having been set to clear out a secret passage connected 
with a small shrine just outside the town? What if this 
shrine should be the very one ? 

And why not 1 This building, like that one, was encircled 
with palms ; and most of the other shrines on the outskirts of 
the city were too modem to be likely to have any such secret 
passage-way. At all events, the chance was worth trying. 

A few moments later, the soldiers heard a sound of hasty 
steps and quick stamps from their prisoner's cell 

*The wizard is coming to himself again,' said Ali. 
* Hitherto he hath moved heavily ; and lo ! he is now striding 
to and fro like a lion scenting prey. If his magic power 
returns, we are but lost men.' 

* Have no fear of that, friend,* rejoined Behram. * While 
we keep within the sacred shrine, no magic can harm us ; and, 
moreover, this is but the fourth day since he achieved his last 
feat, and all men know when any sorcerer hath done such a 
deed, the fullness of his magic power cometh not back in 
fewer days than seven.* 

This new fact in the natural history of magicians quieted 
all apprehensions. But they might have felt less tranquil 
had they looked into the cell 

George, eager to follow out his new idea, was walking to 
and fro over the whole room, and giving a quick stamp upon 
each slab in turn, in the hope of finding the mouth of the 
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secret passage. But slab after slab was tried in vain, and 
when he reached the last comer, even he almost despaired. 

Hark ! did not that last stone sound hollow ? Hardly 
daring to believe his ears, the boy struck it again, and yet 
again; and each time the sound was more unmistakable. 
Was the way of safety really open just when all seemed 
lost? 

George bent eagerly to see if the stone bore any trace of 
having been recently disturbed, since, on Wilstow's evidence, 
the underground passage must have been cleared out only a 
few months before. It was not easily ascertained, for the 
chamber, lighted only by what little sunshine struggled 
through the two low, narrow doorways, was almost dark. 
But his touch assured him that the mortar around the slab 
was fresh and crumbling; and pressing with all his force 
upon the stone, he felt that it slightly shook I 

Beyond all doubt, the way of escape was found ; but how 
to lift the slab % George's knife had been taken from him, 
and he had no other weapon. 

All at once, as he glanced round, he caught sight of a huge, 
rusty iron hook — formerly used, no doubt, to support a 
curtain — above the right-hand doorway. Standing on tiptoe, 
he just managed to grasp it, and a few vigorous shakes dis- 
lodged it. This was just what he needed ; and now he had 
only to wait till night shoidd leave him unobserved. 

To the impatient lad that weary afternoon seemed endless. 
But night came at last, and when the unbroken silence told 
him that the soldiers were asleep, he set to work. 

It was a tedious task, for George, fearing to break his only 
weapon by too severe a strain, picked out the mortar from all 
four sides of the slab before attempting to * prize it up.' At 
length, aiding the lever with his fingers, he made the 
attempt. 

Luckily the slaves who had put back the stone had 
mortared it in hastily, to spare themselves trouble ; and hence 
the slab was not very firmly set. Twice he almost forced it 
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from its place, and twice it fell heavily back, the second time 
bending the hook till it all but snapped. 

Had the noise been overheard f George held his breath to 
listen, knowing if this attempted escape failed, he would 
never have the chance of making another. But all was still ; 
and he assailed the stubborn slab once more. 

This time he was more successful A violent effort forced 
up the stone a few inches, and the resolute lad, thrusting his 
left arm underneath it, kept it from falling back till he could 
grasp it with his other hand. Then, exerting all his strength, 
he dragged it up on end against the wall. 

Below it his outstretched fingers encountered only empty 
air, and the damp, earthy smell that rose up told him that he 
was in the right track. 

But with all his fierce impatience and consciousness of the 
value of every moment, George was not rash enough to plunge 
into an unknown gulf of blackness without pausing to find 
out what awaited him. Having found, by throwing a piece 
of mortar into the pit, that it was only a few feet in depth, 
he lowered himself into it, and felt under his feet a slippery 
but solid pavement, along which he groped his way. 

Foot by foot, in utter darkness, with drops of water falling 
upon him from the dripping roof, and the damp, foul air 
choking his labouring breath, he crept onward through the 
gloom and silence of that sunless catacomb, stumbling over 
fallen stones, thrusting his feet into unseen clefts, splashing 
through pools of thick, slimy water. He was soon drenched 
from head to foot, and bleeding from more than one severe 
bruise ; but, in the excitement of this desperate hazard, he felt 
neither pain nor fatigue. 

Again and again he thought he heard steps and voices 
behind him, and clutched the iron spike in desperation, 
sternly resolved to die rather than be dragged back to slavery. 
But when he turned, all was dark and silent 

The passage — probably an ancient Roman sewer — was not 
high enough to let him stand upright, and the constant 
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stooping cramped him frightfully ; but on he went as if his 
strength were inexhaustible. He was just beginning to hope 
that he might be near the end, when his extended hands 
encountered a mass of apparently solid masonry. 

George's blood ran cold, for he remembered hearing Wilstow 
speak of having cleared the passage ' from end to end.* Had 
it been blocked up again, theni and was his escape thus 
rendered hopeless ? 

But in a moment he guessed the truth — that the giving 
way of the ground had forced from its place a portion of the 
masonry, which, from its solidity, had held together in a 
mass, and completely blocked the way. If so, there must be 
a gap somewhere. 

He felt for it, and found it ; but as he pressed forward, 
there came a clatter of falling stones — a sharp hiss, and he felt 
on his bare foot the cold, slimy touch of a gliding snake ! 

It was gone again instantly; but the thought of such a 
death amid the gloom and loneliness of that awful solitude 
came upon him with a crushing shock. He turned sick and 
dizzy, and leaned helplessly against the wall ; and then, 
springing up in a sudden spasm of horror, he darted madly 
forward through the darkness, reckless of stumbles and 
bruises. Twice he slipped and fell upon the wet, slimy 
floor ; but he was up again instantly, thinking only of escap- 
ing at once from that ghastly grave. 

Suddenly he felt the cool night-air on his heated face, and 
saw the stars shining above ; and the next moment he emerged 
into the open air, free once more ! 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

A RACE FOR LIFE. 

? young Steel was yet only at the beginning 

• his desperate enterprise, and had still many 

difficulty to surmount ere he could even 

>mmence a voyage in itself so dangerous that 

»-jy man not utterly reckless might well have 

shrunk from it. 

Worse still, the forlorn lad found his strength failing 
already. The stifling air and deadly chillness of the vault, 
his countless bruises, the drenching that he had undergone, 
and his cramped posture during the whole journey, super- 
added to the weakening confinement of the last few days, 
mastered him despite all his firmness ; and scarcely had 
he crept out of the tunnel, when he sank to the earth 
exhausted. 

Luckily, he had prudently brought some food with him ; 
and this, with the reviving effect of the fresh air, speedily 
restored his hardy frame. He rose, and mustered all his 
energies for the second portion of his arduous task. 

His first object was to find out where he was, and this was 
quickly done. The night, though moonless, was clear enough 
for him to recognise a tall tower that loomed against the star- 
lit sky on the western side of the town ; and by its position 
he knew that he was not far from the Goletta road, by which 
he must reach the bay. 
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Not only had he attained the very point that he wished to 
reach, but he had still ample time before him. He had 
heard, just as he issued from the passage, a crier on one of the 
minarets proclaim the hour of midnight; and thus several 
hours must pass ere there was light enough to betray him. 
However, to secure himself against detection as fully as possible, 
he smeared his face and hands with clay, giving them a tint 
of brown deep enough, when combined with his Eastern 
dress, to make him a very passable Moor. 

The actual distance from that spot to the nearest point 
where he could find boats moored was little more than two 
miles; but the march took him longer than he wished, for 
that highway was just then the most dangerous place of all. 
The bringing up of troops to garrison the forts of Goletta and 
Porto Ferino was uniformly done after nightfall ; and thus the 
road was covered with detachments of soldiers, which it was 
George's special care to avoid. 

Luckily, the night was very still, and thus the tramp of so 
many feet, and the clank of swords and muskets, could be 
heard at a considerable distance, giving ample time for the 
hunted lad to hide himself by crouching down in a ditch, or 
creeping into the bushes. But, wet as he was, this continual 
crouching and lying still numbed him fearfully ; and when he 
reached the shore, he could hardly move. 

There was nothing for it but to halt and rub his helpless 
limbs with might and main, till their vigour returned. Then, 
clutching the iron spike firmly, he stepped forward to the 
mooring-place of the boats. 

But a grievous disappointment awaited the daring boy. 
Boats, indeed, were there in plenty ; but George's keen eyes, 
accustomed to the darkness, discerned the white-robed form of 
its owner asleep in the bottom of each craft. 

What was to be done ? Should he step into the nearest 
boat and push off, and then, having but one Moor to deal 
with, fling him overboard as he started up bewildered ? But 
a moment's thought told him that to enter one of these tiny 
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boats without arousing its occupant was impossible, and even 
if he could kill the man on the spot, this would only alarm 
the rest, and bring them all upon him at once. 

There was no help for it — ^he must go forward along the 
beach, and hope to be more fortunate farther on. 

But fortune was against him. A second and third cluster 
of boats presented themselves, but every one was occupied ; 
and George, waxing desperate, began to think seriously of 
seizing the first boat that came, and disposing of its tenant as 
best he might 

All at once he espied a small, light boat on the outer edge 
of the group, half hidden behind a larger craft. By the 
position of the oars, he felt tolerably sure that no one could 
be in it ; and his heart beat quicker as a second glance showed 
that it was empty ! 

So far, so good ; but how to reach it ? 

His first thought was to swim, but the splash might startle 
the sleepers, and so frail a craft would certainly capsize if he 
scrambled into it from the water. He decided to make his 
way across the other boats, hoping that the Arabs, if they did 
awake, would take him for one of their comrades. 

The bold venture succeeded beyond his hopes. One or 
two Moors opened their eyes as his step shook their boats ; 
but, seeing a figure in Moorish dress moving past, they 
muttered drowsily : * Good luck to thy fishing, brother,' and 
sank back. 

At last George reached the coveted boat, and, with a long 
breath of relief, took the oars, and began to push off. 

A few moments more, and he would have been beyond the 
risk of detection ; but just then, by ill-luck, the owner of the 
stolen bark suddenly appeared at the water's edge, and, seeing 
his own boat gliding away mysteriously, roared : 

* Thieves I Help, brothers ! Here is a Christian dog escap- 
ing!' 

The worthy Moor had no idea that the kidnapper really 
was a Christian, and only set up this cry as the surest means 
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of bringing to his aid every Moslem within hearing. But the 
stratagem succeeded too well. The sleepers sprang to their 
feet, and in a trice every boat was cast loose and shot out in 
chase of the fugitive. But, happily for young Steel, the 
headlong fury of his enemies defeated its own object. Dart- 
ing eagerly in pursuit, they ran foul of each other, and were 
instantly jumbled into a confused mass of prows, oars, boat- 
hooks, and mooring-ropes. But for this lucky accident, the 
chase would have ended as soon as it began ; but the hunted 
boy, putting forth all his strength, made such good use of the 
start thus given him, that, by the time they got clear, he was 
far ahead, while the darkness that so often precedes dawn hid 
him completely from his baffled pursuers. But to their prac- 
tised ears the faint dip of the distant oars was guide enough, 
and instantly they were pulling toward the sound with all tho 
energy of mortal hatred. 

George's many trips in the prince's barge had made him 
familiar with the bay and its currents, and he now turned 
that knowledge to account. But the men who were chasing 
him had the same experience, and were even more skilful in 
applying it, and they gained upon him slowly but surely. 
The brave boy exerted himself as one struggling for life, but, 
matched with men fresh from a night's rest, while hia strength 
was all but worn out, the chances were fearfully against him. 
His pursuers gained more and more, and, worse still, the 
friendly darkness that had shielded him was fast melting 
away. 

The first gleam of dawn flashed up behind the purple 
peaks of Hammet-El-Lif and his brother-mountains, which 
suddenly flushed from purple to crimson, and then kindled 
into living fire, while all below was still wrapt in dreamy 
shadow. But the glorious sight had no beauty for the haggard 
eyes of the doomed lad, to whom the splendour that was 
kindling earth and heaven brought only the certainty of a 
cruel death. For now two fishing-boats, heading across the 
bay in opposite directions — the one coming out from the shore 
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and the other returning to it — heard the yells of * An infidel ! 
an infidel !' and at once shaped a course to cut him off; and 
now he felt that it was indeed all over with him. His strokes 
grew slower, his labouring breath came in thick gasps, his 
strained arms and numbed fingers could hardly wield the oars. 

But George Steel, weary, unaided, hemmed in by merciless 
foes, was still true to the bulldog instinct of that indomitable 
race which is never more dangerous than when seemingly 
hopeless. As the nearest boat, pulled by two men, drew up 
to him, he suddenly ceased rowing and allowed her to run 
alongside, then, springing up, he dealt the foremost man such 
a blow on the head with his oar, that, despite the Moor's 
thick skull, it knocked him over like a ninepin, and he fell 
helplessly into the water. His comrade, in trying to save 
him, fell overboard likewise, and the foremost boats — coming 
up a moment later — had enough to do in picking up the 
drowning Arabs, thus giving the hunted lad a brief respite. 

But it was only a brief one ; for, during the combat, a more 
dangerous foe was approaching from the opposite side. While 
George was dealing with the first of the two fishing-boats, the 
other was fast closing in upon him, and, pulled by four sturdy 
Moors, was now terribly near. For a few minutes more the 
lightness of his boat kept him beyond their reach ; but he felt 
that such a struggle could not last, and, clenching his teeth in 
desperation, made up his mind to sell his life as dearly as 
possible. 

Just at that instant he heard a loud, harsh cry from the 
chasing boats, in the shrill, strained note of which there was 
more of surprise and alarm than of triumph. Looking up, he 
saw the Arabs had started to their feet, and were pointing 
excitedly at some object behind him. He glanced over his 
shoulder, and beheld gliding round the nearest point into the 
bay, in the glory of the sunrise, a stately man-of-war, with 
the red cross of Old England at her peak. 
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CHAPTEE XXVII. 

THE COMING OP THE AVENGER. 

'S voyage from Gibraltar, though a quick 

)r that age, seemed unbearably slow to the 

ience of his stern old sea-dogs, every man 

lom was burning to be *at hand-grips' 

_ the common enemy of Christendom. 

Baffling winds and sudden calms had delayed them, and, 

worse still, they had run out of water, and had been forced 

to bear up for Sardinia to obtain a fresh supply. 

More impatient than all was Dora Steel, who, before they 
had lost sight of Algiers, was already asking : * Shall we see 
Tunis to-day f When the Sardinian mountains began to 
loom along the eastern sky, she clapped her hands in glee, 
supposing that these were the hills of Tunis ; and, on dis- 
covering her error, she was grievously disappointed. 

Jack, meanwhile, was in high spirits. He had had good 
news of his mother from Bob Brooke, who, having taken 
Mordsley on his way to Plymouth, to visit his sister, had seen 
Mrs Narborough, and found her greatly cheered by the tidings 
of her son's safety. Happily, she knew nothing of his subse- 
quent perils, and was looking joyfully forward to his speedy 
return. 

The voyage lasted long enough for Jack to gather many a 
hint from the conduct of the great admiral, which in after 
years did good service to himself and to all England, Most 
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striking of all to our hero was the patient and untiring care 
with which the great leader watched over the health and 
comfort of his men, a thing only too rare in that rude age, 
when most commanders allowed their men to die like sheep, 
from wanton neglect of the most ordinary precautions. 

'Land, ho!' 

The cry drew all eyes to the southward, and a glow of fierce 
joy lighted up the rugged faces of Blake's veterans as they 
recognised the headland flanking the approach to the outer 
bay of Tunis. From that moment there was but one thought 
in every mind — that behind that long band of bluish-gray 
shadow lay the town where hundreds of Englishmen were 
being tortured, and that one more day would bring thsm face 
to face with the torturers. There was a ring of stem glad- 
ness in the deep voice of old Davis, as he said to Dora : 

'There's a bit o' Tunis for ye, at last, my lass; and to- 
morrow you'll see the old town itself, and we'll go in and 
give them blessed Turks a good sound thrashin', and git father 
and mother and brother out of irons for yer, ne'er a bit the 
worse 1' 

All the rest of that day they ran steadily to the south- 
eastward, with the stately panorama of that splendid coast- 
line full in view all the time ; and when sunset came at last — 
that sunset which George Steel was watching so impatiently 
through the archway of his prison, with his iron hook ready 
in his hand — they were already near enough to the mouth of 
the famous bay to be quite sure of entering it, if all went 
well, at daybreak next morning. There was little sleep that 
night for any one aboard the flag-ship, or indeed for any man 
in the whole squadron. As night drew on, Blake had 
signalled to the other ships to close up, and till morning came, 
the whole fifteen kept as clgse together as they could do 
without risk. 

In this compact order they entered the bay of Tunis at 
daybreak, the admiral himself leading them on in the George, 
And when the English sailors saw before them, in the first 
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gleam of dawn, the mountains that overhung the Moorish 
capital, and the smooth waters of the long wished for bay, 
their joy found vent in a hum of stem exultation, which 
nothing but the respect due to their great admiral's presence 
kept from swelling into a lusty cheer. But just at that 
moment, as the flag-ship rounded the point, George Steel's 
race for life and death with the pursuing Arab boats became 
visible to the English crew, and instantly attracted general 
attention. 

* Eun out your guns, mates,' cried one man with a grin, as 
he pointed to the handful of small craft ; * here 's the Tunis 
fleet a-comin* out to tackle us !' 

* They want to sell us some fish, I take it,' said another ; 
* mayhap they don't know we've come to fight 'era. But 
we 've got other fish to fry just now.' 

'There's more in it than that, boys,' called out old Tom 
Davis, whose keen eye had watched the movements of the 
distant boats with close attention ; * they wouldn't pull fit to 
burst theirselves, if 'twas only to git their fish alongside a 
minute sooner; and that foremost chap in that 'ere small 
boat looks to me as if he was a-tryin' to git away from 'em ! 
It 's my b'lief, mates, as they wants to kill him, and he 's 
a-showin' 'em a clean pair o' heels !' 

*And see!' cried Bob Brooke, 'they're stoppin' short at 
the sight of us, and he 's a-comin' on as hard as he can pelt ! 
I '11 tell ye what it is, mates — it 's a Christian slave escapin' 
from they Turks !' 

In fact, just then the Arabs were seen to check their 
headlong pursuit and come to a stand-still, while George 
Steel, roused to a final effort by this unhoped-for deliverance, 
gathered the last remains of his failing strength, and came on 
toward the English flag-ship with all the speed that he could 
make. This confirmation of Bob's exciting surmise was 
greeted by the * hearts of oak ' with a mighty shout, which 
came clearly and ominously to the ears of the dismayed 
Arabs, and mingling with it came the bang of the * morning 
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gun,' which at that instant echoed defiantly over the vast 
smooth expanse of the bay like a challenge to battle. The 
report was scarcely heard when the pursuing Moors, naturally 
supposing that the English unbelievers must be firing at 
therriy turned their boats round, and began pulling back to the 
shore as fast as they could. 

Meanwhile every eye aboard the flag-ship was fixed upon 
the solitary figure in that tiny skifF, the movements of which 
were watched by Blake himself from the quarter-deck with 
deep interest ; for any one coming off to him direct from the 
town, whether Christian fugitive or Moorish deserter, would 
be able to tell him what was the exact strength of the 
harbour defences, and what amount of resistance he might 
expect to meet with, and might thus be of priceless value at 
the present crisis. Nearer and nearer came the boat, and 
the English seamen watched its advance in breathless silence, 
which was suddenly broken by old Tom Davis. 

•You're right, lad, for sartain,' said he to Bob Brooke; 
* that 'ere chap 's got Turkish riggin', but no Turk ever pulled 
sitch a stroke as that since the world began. If he ben*t an 
Englishman, call me a soger !' 

Then came another dead hush of expectation, through 
which rose all at once the shrill voice of little Dora, who 
was among her friends on the forecastle as usual. * Oh, it 's 
Geordie I it's Geordie himself !* she cried, clapping her hands 
joyfully. * Hurrah ! hurrah ! ' 

Jack Narborough, Bill Cleaver, and Tom Robinson — who 
were standing beside her as she spoke — ^looked doubtfully at 
each other. This wonderful escape was certainly just what 
might have been expected from the daring spirit of their 
former shipmate; but it seemed impossible that the child 
should have recognised her brother in such a strange disguise, 
and at so great a distance. 

The George's men, too, had listened and heard, and a buzz 
of excitement circled among them, which gave place to a 
muttered exclamation of dismay as the exhausted rower was 
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seen to slacken his strokes suddenly, and then to let go his 
oars and sink helplessly down into the bottom of the skiff. 
Orders were promptly giveii to lower a boat, which shot 
away from the ship's side in true man-of-war style, and 
returned in a trice with the seemingly lifeless body of George 
Steel, who was instantly recognised by his sister and her 
three cavaliers. He was at once carried below to be examined 
by the ship's surgeon, who presently announced, to the great 
joy of the whole crew, that the boy had only fainted from 
exhaustion, and would soon be himself again. 

By this time the alarm had spread, and all Tunis was in an 
uproar, while the din of preparation resounded through every 
fort and battery. The Moorish gunners stood to their pieces, 
bodies of soldiers were drawn up in reserve behind the forts, 
and the Christian slaves were scourged to their posts in the 
batteries ; for the Bey of Tunis, with a refinement of cruelty 
worthy of his ferocious brother-in-law, had commanded that 
these wretched captives should be placed on the most exposed 
part of the fortifications, in order that they might be mown 
down by the fire of those who had come to save them. 

Meanwhile the worthy Bey himself, eager to witness the 
expected rout of the hated * Franks,' hurried up from Bardo 
to the town. But a great blow was in store for him on the 
way. As he passed the shrine in which George Steel had 
been imprisoned, he halted for a moment to assure himself of 
the safe-keeping of this important captive, and found, not the 
prisoner, but his twenty guards in helpless dismay at the 
magician's escape, which they had that moment discovered. 
His Sublime Highness's first sublime idea was to have these 
wretched men all butchered on the spot ; but he changed his 
mind, and sent them off at once to (joletta, with orders to 
the commandant to post them in the battery that stood 
nearest to Blake's advancing squadron, where the slaughter of 
the whole band would be all but certain in the event of a 
battle. 
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Having relieved his feelings by this humane arrangement, 
the Asylum of the Universe felt much more cheerful, and 
betook himself to his town palace on the western side of the 
city, with a comfortable sense of having done his duty. Here 
he ascended the highest tower — which commanded a view of 
the whole bay — and thence watched with cruel joy the 
advance of the 'infidel ships' which were, as lie thought, 
rushing headlong to certain destruction. 

And in truth it was a noble spectacle, well worthy of a 
far more intelligent and appreciative spectator than the biiital 
and ignorant ruffian before whose soulless eyes it was thus 
displayed. The sun was now fairly above the hills, and in 
its cloudless splendour the long procession of stately men-of- 
war and graceful frigates, with their towering piles of snow- 
white canvas boldly outlined against the deep, rich blue of 
the smooth bay, made so goodly a picture that it was hard 
for any one who saw it to realise that these beautiful vessels 
were freighted with destruction, and bound on a mission of 
slaughter and death. 

But the savage and low-minded tyrant who beheld this 
glorious sight, was as little capable of enjoying it as of 
appreciating the significant contrast between the massive 
hulls and free onward course of the high-pooped English 
vessels, and the low black sides, raking build, and skulking 
aspect of his own pirate cruisers, which, drawn up as all 
nine of them now were under the protecting batteries of the 
mole of Porto Ferino, formed a very apt type of the cowardly 
cut-throats who manned them — ever ready for any deed of 
outrage, but slinking away before the first threat of righteous 
vengeance. 

All at once the foremost ship was seen to heave-to. The 
others checked their course likewise, and a boat glided away 
from the flag-ship with a white flag of truce at her stern. 
But the cunning Moors had no idea of letting their enemies 
come near enough — on whatever pretext — to have a clear 
view of the defences ere the fight began, and no sooner was 
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the English boat seen to put off from the side of the George, 
than the commandant of Goletta hastily manned his galley, 
and, pushing out into the bay with all possible speed, met 
the admiral's envoys half-way to the shore. The parley was 
a brief one. Blake's terms — short, sharp, and decisive, like 
the man himself — demanded the surrender of all Christian 
captives then in the Bey's power, compensation for the 
injuries done to the trade of England and other Christian 
nations, and a pledge of better behaviour for the future. If 
these conditions were refused, the English fleet would open 
fire on the town at once. Under any ordinary circumstances, 
the Moorish officers would have given full play to their usual 
insolence at what they regarded as an unheard-of presump- 
tion; but even they were startled by the formidable aspect 
of Blake's squadron, and the evident determination of its 
leader ; and, merely promising a speedy answer to the message, 
they rowed back to Goletta as quickly as possible. 

All this had been plainly seen from the deck of the flag- 
ship; and Bob Brooke muttered scornfully to Jack Nar- 
borough, who was standing near him : * Just like their 
sneaking Turkish tricks ! they want to try and keep us from 
going near enough to see how many guns they 've got mounted, 
and how many men they have to work 'em. Well, let them 
play their games ; it won't do 'em much good in the long 
run. There won't be many guns left, nor many men either, 
by the time Eightin' Bob's done with 'em !' 

* But what if they knuckle down, and do as the admiral 
tells 'em V hinted Jack. 

* They won't do that — they 're a deal too saucy,' growled 
Bill Cleaver, who had overheard him. 'Leastways, I hope 
they won't, for they'll be jist as bad as ever afore long, 
without they git a good licking once for all; and the 
h'admiral's jist the boy to give 'em one, and something 
over.' 

The Bey happening to be just then three miles nearer 
to the scene of action than he was usually to be found, 
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this promise of a speedy reply to !31ake's message was 
fulfilled more literally than either the admiral himself or 
his officers had expected. It was still early in the forenoon 
when an eight-oared barge, profusely gilded, and with the 
flag of Tunis fluttering jauntily at her stern, was seen to 
put off to them from the Goletta landing-place. 

Clumsy as she looked, the galley neared them fast, and 
was soon close enough for the keen eyes of the English 
sailors to make out in her stem-sheets, reclining indolently 
under an awning of crimson silk fringed with gold, the 
figure of a portly, haughty-looking Moor, whose richly-em- 
broidered dress and glittering ornaments showed him to be 
an official of high rank. 

* Mercy ! here 's a fine Jack-a-dandy sort o* chap a-comin* 
to see us!' cried Tom Robinson, putting his hands over his 
eyes in pretended terror, as if dazzled by the splendour of 
the Arab's dress. * Gi' me a bit o' smoked glass, some o' ye ; 
it makes my h'eyes water to look at him !' 

*If all that 'ere stuff's real gold,' added Bill Cleaver, in the 
same strain, * we might make our fortunes by tossin' him in a 
blanket for a spell, and pickin' up all that comed off him. 
Blest if he ben't jist like one o' them bits o' gilt gingerbread 
as they sells to the boys at Plymouth Fair.' 

*My sarvice to yer, Master Grand-Turk,' chimed in Bob 
Brooke, making a gesture of mock reverence toward the 
stately envoy ; * what '11 you take for your jacket without the 
gildin'r 

Amid these and other free-spoken comments, the barge 
ran alongside; and the haughty Moor, happily unconscious 
that the unbelievers were laughing at him, came up the side 
majestically, and stalked aft, with a studied exaggeration of 
his wonted swaggering insolence, to where the admiral was 
standing alone. 

*Well,' asked Blake, with his usual calm dignity, 'what 
reply has your master sent to my demand for satisfaction V 

* The Asylum of the Universe bids me say to thee, infidel,* 
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replied the Arab, insolently, 'that he spits upon thee and 
upon all other dogs of thine unbelieving race; and if thou 
wouldst have satisfaction, thou may'st take it from his forts 
and his ships of war !' 

At this coarse defiance, the admiral's strong hands gave a 
fierce tug at his bushy whiskers — a gesture which England's 
enemies knew to their cost — and he eyed his insulter with 
a look which made the taunting Moor clutch nervously at 
his sword-hilt. But the momentary anger passed as suddenly 
as it had arisen, and not a trace of passion lingered in the 
stem calmness of the great leader's cold, measured tones, 
as he replied : * Say to your master that I mil do so, and that 
right speedily. And now, begone !* 

The bully slunk away, glad to escape so easily ; and scarcely 
had the Moorish barge left the ship's side, when Blake signalled 
to his captains to close up, and prepare for immediate action. 
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ENGLISH LIONS AND MOORISH TIGERS. 

R away on his watch-tower in the city, the fero- 
jious despot of Tunis little dreamed whai the 
'esult of his hrutal taunt was to he, and laughed 
iruelly as he watched the return of his messen- 
ger's hoat, and the advance of Blake's ships 
against the frowning batteries, which were able, as he thought, 
to shatter them into utter ruin in a single hour. 

But there was another man watching the same spectacle at 
that moment with widely different thoughts — thoughts that 
were destined to bear strange fruit ere that day was over. 
That man was Captain Mark Steel, who, as will be remem- 
bered, had been sent with a number of his fellow-slaves to 
aid the Moorish defenders of Goletta, and who, from his 
post in the highest tier of one of the forts, could see clearly 
every movement of the approaching fleet. 

* They Ve come at last, thank God ! ' muttered he ; * and 
now, if we be men, we ought to get ourselves out of irons 
afore long. I've heard tell how, when the old Emperor 
Charles attacked this here place, the Christian slaves as were 
in it broke loose and fell upon the Moors, and beat 'em down 
under hatches; and what can be done once can be done 
twice !' 

* Doubtless it can, lad,' replied the familiar tones of a thin, 
tremulous voice at his elbow ; * and, for my part, if this day 
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do but bring freedom to the oppressed people of God, I care 
little if these old eyes o' mine ne'er see another sunrise !' 

Captain Steel turned round in surprise, and saw by his side 
the worn face and bowed, meagre form of poor old Abraham 
Wilstow, who, weak as he was, had been thought worth 
bringing forward at a time when every extra hand had its 
own value. 

* What ! have them rogues of Turks pressed you into the 
sarvice, too, GafPer?' said the captain, pityingly. 'Well, I 
call that a deal too bad; arter grindin' you down so long, 
they might ha' left you in peace for once. Howsomdever, 
I'm glad you are here, for it'll give yer a better chance 
to git clear o' the bilboes (fetters) than if you were boxed 
up in old Billy's precious palace yonder.' 

He had no time to say more, for just at that moment the 
hoarse voice of a Moorish nakib (captain) was heard ordering 
all the men to their posts, and in trooped a mingled crowd 
of Christian slaves and Arab soldiers, among whom Steel 
espied two stout Englishmen belonging to his dockyard gang. 

*Be ready, lads,' said he to them in a whisper, as they 
passed him, * and when the fight begins, we '11 try and break 
loose ! ' 

The men replied only by an intelligent glance, and went to 
their gun without a word; but the set, grim look on their 
hardy faces told him that he could rely upon them to the 
death. 

Meanwhile the English fleet was moving slowly and 
cautiously up the bay — feeling their way, as it were, into the 
roadstead. Nor was this caution by any means superfluous ; 
for the daring invaders were now entering upon the hardest 
and most dangerous part of their formidable task. 

True, many of the shoals that now obstruct the navigation 
of the inner bay did not then exist; and its waters were 
altogether a good deal deeper than they are at the present 
day. But even then the peril of running aground was 
very great; and Blake, who combined the prudence of 
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a veteran tactician with the dashing valour of a knight of 
romance, was fully determined to run no needless risk. 

Unhappily, neither he nor any one else in his squadron 
was familiar with the channel that must be followed in order 
to reach the position from which he proposed to open fire 
upon the Moorish works ; and it would be perilous in the 
highest degree to run the gantlet at hap-hazard among these 
dangerous shoals, of which no good chart existed at that 
day. On the other hand, he well knew that a cannonade 
discharged from a distance would have little effect upon these 
thick stone walls opposed to him ; whereas, if he could once 
get within close range of the forts, the superior skill of his 
gunners would give to his fire a crushing force, which must 
speedily overpower all opposition. Cost what it might, he 
mibst come to close quarters somehow or other ; but how was 
this to be done ? 

While all this was going on, George Steel had come to 
himself again, and, having been supplied by the seamen with 
food — which he much needed — was beginning to regain his 
strength. But he still had a blank, bewildered look, and, 
when questioned by his new shipmates about his escape, 
answered confusedly, and seemed as if trying in vain to call 
something to mind that he wished to remember. In fact, as 
the tars pityingly remarked, * he 'd clean lost his right bear- 
ings, and couldn't git enough sun to take a h'observation.' 

All at once another sailor came up to the group with an 
air of great excitement, and growled in tones of undisguised 
vexation : 

*I'll tell ye what it is, boys — I doubt this here job's 
a-goin' to be only half -cooked, after alL The h'admiral 
daren't stand right in, for fear o' them blessed shoals ; and yet, 
if he don't, he can't pepper them Turks properly, nohow. 
It 's my b'lief, mates, as he 'd give his two ears this blessed 
minute for a pilot as could lay the old craft on her right 
course ; but there ben't ne'er a one to be had !' 

'That's it !' cried George Steel, leaping to his feet; 'that's 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



ENGLISH LIONS AND MOORISH TIGEHS. 261 

just what I wanted to remember, only my brains had got 
befogged somehow, so that I couldn't see my course clear. / 
can give the admiral the course, and the soundings, and the 
shoals, and all the rest of it. Go quick, some o* ye, and ask 
if I may say a word to him.* 

The lad's emphatic words, his sudden and startling energy, 
and the conviction that what he said was true, acted upon the 
whole group like an electric shock ; and two or three of the 
men actually darted off to carry out his orders as briskly as 
if they had been obeying the commands of the admiral 
himself. 

Meanwhile Blake, still bent upon getting close alongside 
the forts, had sent for Bob Brooke and Bill Cleaver, in the 
hope that they, having crossed this bay again and again 
during their captivity among the pirates, might be capable of 
acting as pilots, or might at least be able to give him some 
information about the depth of the water and the position of 
the shoals. But he was doomed to be disappointed. With 
the best will in the world to help him, neither of the two had 
anything to tell him which could be of the slightest use in the 
present crisis. 

* There 's one thing I bethink me of,' said Bill Cleaver at 
length, * that might mayhap help your honour a bit. 'Bout 
three year agone, me and some more prisoners was set to 
help in repairin' that 'ere biggest fort — the one at the far end 
of the line yonder — and all the part that faced toward the 
sea they built up with big stones, quite solid-like ; but t' other 
side they jist botched-up anyhow, fillin' up the hollow o' the 
wall with whatever rubbish came first to hand ; and if your 
honour could git round to that side, and hit it fair, it's 
my b'lief you 'd knock it to bits as easy as a ship-biscuit.' 

* Well, that 's something worth knowing, my man,' rejoined 
the admiral; *but I fear it will not help us much, if we 
cannot find some way of working close in alongside of the 
forts.' 

*With your honour's leave,' cried Bill suddenly, as if 
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struck with a new idea, * if we can*t help yer, I know of some 
'un else as p'raps might — and that's my shipmate, Geordie 
Steel, him as corned aboard your honour's ship this morning 
in that 'ere skifF. He must ha' been here now three months 
and better, and I '11 be bound he '11 know some'at about it' 

* Send for him at once, then,* said Blake, * and if he 's able 
to speak, bring him to me this moment.' 

But there was no need ; for at that very instant np came a 
sailor, bringing George Steel's request for a moment's speech 
with the admiral, who at once assented. 

*My lad,' said he, as George stepped forward and 
touched his forelock, *do you know the soundings and 
channels of this roadstead? I mean, do you know them 
well enough to pilot this ship alongside of that farthest fort 
yonder without any risk of running her aground 1' 

*That I do, your honour,' cried George, too full of his 
project to feel awed by the great commander's presence as he 
might otherwise have done. I've been up and down here 
every day for weeks and weeks in old Billy's barge — the 
king's, I mean — and I know the depth of every foot of water 
from here to the sand-bar.' 

The admiral's clouded face brightened, and he proceeded to 
question the lad, who replied so clearly and intelligently, 
that, young as he was, Blake made up his mind to trust him, 
seeing no other way of ever passing the object which he was 
fully determined to attain. 

In a trice George was installed as pilot of the flag-ship, 
and a signal made to the other captains to follow in her 
wake. For one moment the brave lad's heart sank at the 
thought of this fearful responsibility; but he remembered 
that the lives of his parents and of hundreds more depended 
upon Ms skill and coolness, and set himself to his work 
like a man. 

The wind favoured the English, and they were soon near 
enough to get a clear idea of the formidable defences which 
they were about to assail. 
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Along the flat, curving beach of Goletta stood five massive 
forts of white stone, over which the blood-red flag of Tunis 
flaunted defiantly. The outer face of each fort literally 
bristled with cannon, every muzzle being plainly seen in the 
wonderful clearness of the dry, warm, African air; and the 
boldest assailants could not but own that, if the courage and 
skill of the defenders matched the strength of their position, 
this fight would be no holiday work. 

Farther along the shore, a battery of heavy guns, planted 
on the crest of a gentle slope, commanded the approach to 
the inner harbour, and the ceaseless glitter of steel behind 
it betrayed the presence of a large body of soldiers. At the 
other horn of the crescent-shaped line of defence was the 
fortified mole of Porto Ferino, with its long ranges of guns, 
projecting like a cape into the clear, smooth water; and a 
number of brass cannon, levelled over the stems of the nine 
pirate ships drawn up beneath the sheltering batteries, bore 
right upon Blake's advancing squadron. 

But the stout English were not to be daunted by any foe. 
Quietly and steadily, they brought their ships into line in 
front of the frowning walls and deadly cannon. 

Blake himself took the post of danger, right in front of 
the largest fort, bent upon turning to account Cleaver's timely 
information respecting the unsoundness of its walls. The 
other vessels, coming up in succession, anchored within short 
musket-range of the deadly batteries, so sternly resolved were 
these iron men upon the utter destruction of this den of 
cruelty, at whatever cost to themselves. 

^ My dream's coming true at last P muttered Jack Nar- 
borough, as he and Cleaver and Eobinson stood ready beside 
their gun on the lower deck. 

And, all this while, the cloudless sunshine lighted up 
green plain and purple mountain, and the vast banner-like 
leaves of the date-palms and plantains rustled pleasantly in 
the breeze, and the slender minarets and marble palaces of 
the queenly city stood out like carved ivory along the edge 
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of the smooth bright sea. But amid all this freshness, and 
brightness, and beauty, the carnival of death was about to 
begin. 

Then suddenly, amid that terrible silence, broke from the 
English squadron, swelled by hundreds of deep voices, the 
stern music of the grand old Puritan battle psalm which had 
resounded over so many hard-fought fields, and never without 
bringing victory in its train : 

* The mighty Lord is on my side, 

I will not be dismayed ; 
For anything that man can do 
I will not be afraid. 

* The nations, joining all in one, 

Did compass me about ; 
But in the name of God the Lord 
I '11 put them all to rout!' 

But the last words were drowned by a crash that seemed 
to split the very sky, and the grim work began. 
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BROKEN FETTERS. 




|HE Moors, with the headlong valour of their 
race, had been the first to open fire ; and the 
savage Bey, seeing from his distant watch- 
tower in Tunis the jet of fire and smoke burst 
from the largest of the five forts, listened with 
fierce delight to the opening thunder of the cannonade which 
would — as he fully expected — sweep the * Christian dogs ' to 
instant destruction. 

But, in reality, the hasty and ill-aimed discharge did very 
little damage, and the English seemed to disdain any reply to 
it, for not a single shot was fired in answer till the flag-ship, 
which had borne the brunt of this rough welcome, had fairly 
taken up her position. 

* Let 'em have the firat shot, if they want to,' said old Tom 
Davis, with a grim laugh, as he coolly adjusted the level of 
the gun which he and his mates were serving. *It won't 
help 'em much, arter all. It ben't who fires first that counts, 
but who fires last /' 

Bang went the Georges whole broadside, as the significant 
words were spoken, and instantly everything vanished in a 
whirl of rolling smoke. 

And now the general battle began in earnest. Sheet after 
sheet of flame glanced through the pall of hot, stifling vapour, 
like lightning playing in a cloud ; and the guns of the pirate 
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cruisers, the heavier cannon of the great mole, the battery on 
the crest of the ridge, and all the five forts at once, rained fire 
upon the devoted English without intermission. 

But so little did these brave, simple heroes imagine that 
they were doing anything at all heroic or uncommon, that, 
while achieving an exploit the fame of which was to endure 
for ever, they exchanged rough-hewn jokes with each other, 
or made cool comments upon the enemy's firing, while the 
hot sulphurous smoke billowed around them, and the air 
trembled with the whiz of the pelting shot. 

'This is the right place for any man that's a bad shot,' 
cried Bill Cleaver, with a hoarse chuckle ; * there 's nothing 
to aim at, and nobody can see whether you hit or not.' 

*Aim or no aim,' chimed in Bob Brooke, *we fire more 
ship-shape than them blackamoor lubbers yonder. Every 
one o' them guns o* their'n seems to go off by itself, same as 
a pack o' boys when they tries to strike up a tune; and 
instead of a good round-mouthed bang like ihat ' — as another 
broadside thundered from the flag-ship — * their pieces makes 
a nasty jabbering row, jist as if they was a-trying to talk 
French.' 

* Hurrah !' shouted Jack Narborough gleefully, as a sudden 
gust of wind cast the smoke aside for a moment, 'we're 
making our mark on 'em already, boys. If there ben't a 
hole, and a big 'un too, in the face o' that nearest fort, I 'm 
a Dutchman ! ' 

* Hurrah ! ' echoed Tom Robinson ; and all the others 
joined in the cheer with a will, while sponging and reloading 
their gun as if for a wager. 

*But I'll tell yer what, mates,' cried Jack, suddenly 
checking his exultation, *now I think of it, we've no call 
to halloo over it like that, for mayhap we 're doing as much 
harm as good. These here Christian slaves that we 've come 
to rescue are all sarving as powder-monkeys in them forts 
that we're a-hammerin'; and among 'em's our old skipper. 
Captain Mark Steel of the Lion — Geordie Steel told me so 
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himself, only just this minute. Now, s'pose one of our 
shots was to knock him over, what then?* 

*My eyes!' cried Tom Robinson in dismay, 'that is a 
pretty job ! Why ever did you go for to tell me that ? 
I shan't have no heart to fight now; it'll seem as if every 
shot we fire is bound to hit him. Well, if he did git 
knocked over — and by us^ too — I 'd never hold up my head 
again !' 

* Nor I neither,' said Bill Cleaver, gloomily. 

Meanwhile, Captain Steel, about whose safety the brave 
lads were so anxious, was indeed in grievous peril — peril 
such as even they had no idea of, for, apart from the risk 
which he shared with all his fellow-captives, he was just 
about to plunge headlong into another and a greater danger 
on his own account. 

Still bent upon achieving his own freedom and that of his 
companions, the bold captain's first care had been, as soon 
as every man. Moor or Christian, was at his appointed post, 
to count up the numbers on either side. 

These were more in his favour than he could have ventured 
to hope. The casemate in which he was posted contained 
three guns, which were served by nine Arab gunners, under 
the direction of a subaltern officer, who had at his disposal 
a gang of twelve Christian slaves — including Captain Steel 
himself and his two English confederates — to hand up the 
powder and ball. 

But although the hands of the prisoners were left free 
for their work, every man of them had a chain attached 
to his ankles, long enough to let them shuffle to and fro 
when need required, but heavy enough to place them at 
a fearful disadvantage in the event of a hand-to-hand struggle. 
Moreover, the scimitara, pistols, and daggers, with which the 
girdles of the Moors literally bristled, were formidable odds 
against men who had no weapon whatever. 

* W© 're twelve to ten,' mused the captain, *but then they 've 
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got amis, and we haven't; and they've got their heels free, 
while ours are chained. It ben't a fair match as it stands ; 
we must jist wait a bit. I only hojDe them English cannon- 
balls will know us for countrymen, and not knock us over 
by mistake !' 

There did indeed appear to be no small risk of such a 
catastrophe ; for Blake, knowing well that the batteries must 
be silenced before anything further could be attempted, had 
directed his lighter vessels against the pirate cruisers, while 
pouring the heaviest fire of his line-of-battle ships upon the 
forts and the entrenched mole. The particular fort in which 
Captain Steel was now stationed, which happened to be 
the midmost of the five, was at that moment receiving the 
undivided attentions of two of the English men-of-war, 
the Plymouth and the Success, and the crashing and 
splintering of its masonry beneath their well-aimed broad- 
sides could be plainly heard through all the thunder of 
the battle. 

But it was only by sound that the captain could make 
any guess at how the fight was going, for the smoke, driven 
in upon the forts by the landward breeze, was now rolling 
so thickly that he could see nothing whatever. Unable to 
tell whether his countrymen were winning or losing, and dis- 
heartened by the enforced inaction to which he was con- 
demned, his bold spirit was beginning to droop, when it 
was strung anew by the fragment of a talk which he over- 
heard between two of the Arab soldiers. 

* And when I saw one boat followed by so many, brother, 
and striving so hard to get away from them, I wondered 
greatly; and when I saw the foremost boat hold straight 
on toward that infidel ship as it entered the bay, while all 
the others turned back, I wondered yet more. But when I 
got down to the landing-place of Goletta, I met there one 
of the fishermen that had been in the chase, who told me 
that it was the Frank magician who had made his escape 
and had got safely aboard the English fleet. And now that 
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he is with the unbelievers, assuredly we may look for some 
harm to befall us/ 

George had escaped, then? That at least was something, 
and the thrill of joyful pride with which his father heard 
the news of this exploit almost overpowered for a moment 
the consciousness of his own gloomy situation. 

* Bless the boy!' he muttered; *he's a fine lad, and 
has set a good example to his old father this time !' 

Hardly had he spoken the words, when a shot from 
the Success hit the side of the embrasure with a tremendous 
crash, and the flying splinters of stone killed one of the Moors, 
(the same to whose forebodings of evil the captain had just 
been listening), and severely wounded a second. 

*Two from ten leaves eight!' said Captain Steel, with 
terrible composure. * If it goes on like this, we '11 have a 
better chance afore long !' 

At that instant his two English workmen came shuff- 
ling by him, carrying a heavy cannon-ball between 
them ; and he had just time to whisper to them as they 



* Lads, when I sing out " Yo-ho 1" set on 'em !' 

Both men nodded, and went forward with their burden. 

The Moorish officer in command of the battery, already 
iiTitated by the damage done to the fort, and by the 
impossibility of retaliating with effect upon those who had 
inflicted it — for the smoke was now so dense that the English 
ships were completely hidden, and his gunners were firing 
at haphazard into the thick of the cloud, without any aim 
at all — was goaded to frenzy by this new disaster. He 
stamped fiercely up and down the narrow limits of the 
casemate, poured torrents of foul abuse upon the unoffending 
captives, and at length, either seeing or fancying he saw 
Captain Steel working less briskly than he ought to have 
done, turned upon him with a ferocious curse. 

'Dog of an infidel!' he roared, *I'll teach thee to idle 
thus when / command thee to work I' 
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And with the hilt of his dagger he dealt the Englishman a 
savage hlow on the face. 

It was the last hlow that Hamet Abd'- Allah was ever to 
strike. Ere Captain Steel, whose hold English blood was 
all on fire at this unbearable insult, had time to requite it, 
as he intended, by felling the ruffian dead on the spot, there 
came a mighty crash — a shock like the rush of a hurricane 
— a clatter of flying stones and pieces of timber — a wild, 
unearthly shriek — and then every man in the battery fell 
to the earth amid a whirlwind of smoke and dust, through 
which nothing could be seen. 

When the cloud began to clear away again, those who were 
still able to look around them beheld a very startling sight. 

A heavy round-shot from the Plymouth had come right 
through the midmost embrasure, smashing the gun-carriage 
to atoms, and hurling the dismounted cannon right upon 
one of the Arab gunners, whom it crushed to death in a 
moment. The brutal officer had been struck dead by the 
shot, and one of his men disabled by the flying splinters 
of stone, which had also knocked down and stunned two 
of the Christian slaves. 

But, despite this last mischance, Steel and his party were 
now ten men against five; and the daring captain, quick 
to discern the utter confusion and panic of the Moors at 
this sudden catastrophe and the fall of their leader, decided 
that the time was come. 

* Ychho r shouted he, and, catching up a short iron lever 
that lay beside him, despatched the nearest Moor with a 
single stroke. 

Prompt at the appointed signal, his two English confederates 
rushed in and struck down two more of the enemy. Mean- 
while old Abraham Wilstow — to whose nerveless frame the 
excitement of this struggle for freedom seemed to have given 
back for a moment all its long-lost strength — sprang at the 
throat of the fourth man, and held him fast till Captain 
Steel's iron bar descended upon the Arab's head with a stroke 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



BROKEN PBTTBRS. 271 

which there was no need to repeat. The remaining Moor was 
quickly disposed of by the other slaves, and almost before 
they had time to take breath, the battery was their own. 

* Now, lads,' cried the captain, seizing the officer's sword and 
pistols, * arm yourselves, quick ; we Ve got some tough work 
afore us.* 

And then, while the men hastily obeyed, he took a key 
from the officer's girdle, and unlocked the chains of himself 
and his companions. 

'Free again, thank God!' said he, hurling the fetters 
away. * Now we 're ready for anything, and if we must die, 
we 'U die free, like Englishmen.' 

Meanwhile the two stunned slaves began to revive ; and 
the captain ordered his two English henchmen, Forrest and 
Dickson, to carry them to the embrasure, and give them as 
much air as possible. 

Turning away from the reviving men. Steel found himself 
beside poor old Wilstow, who had sunk down exhausted. 

* Holloa, Gaflfer!' cried the captain cheerily, * you 're not 
a-going to give up now^ surely ? Come, come ! this ben't a 
time to be goin' below, when all hands are wanted on deck. 
We can't spare you^ you know. Why, you 've done better 
than any of us — you stuck to that 'ere Turk like a bulldog. 
Come and have a bite and a sup, and you '11 be all right in the 
flappin' of a saiL' 

*May the Lord bless 'ee,* said the old man, brokenly. *I 
ne'er thought to be free again i' this world ; and it be all thy 
doin'.' 

'Any orders, captain?' asked Dickson. 

* Pipe all hands to breakfast,' replied Steel * Come along. 
Gaffer.' 

And the iron men made their meal as blithely as if their 
present position, shut up in a fort filled with enemies, and 
liable to be struck dead at any moment by the cannon-balls of 
their friends, were the finest joke in the world. 

Steel fed old Wilstow with his own hands, while Forrest 
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and Dickson attended to the two stunned men, who had 
regained their senses. And when all were served, the captain 
cried: 

* Now, boys, get hold of some nails or chips of wood, and 
spike them other guns. They shall do no more harm to 
Englishmen, whether we live or die !' 

The guns were quickly spiked, and then Captain Steel 
asked : 

* Now, do any of ye know how many men there are in the 
next casemate V 

* Me know, capitan,' replied a Spanish sailor. * Me see dem 
walk in — count all — fourteen white man, ten black.' 

'Fourteen and us twelve makes twenty-six,' said the 
captain ; * and twenty-six against ten, takin' 'em by surprise, 
ought to make short work. Come along, boys 1' 

And the dauntless men went forth unfalteringly to a death- 
grapple with foes who knew no mercy. 

But it wa8 short worL As the rescuers burst in, the slaves 
rushed upon their tyrants, who, unexpectedly assailed by 
nearly thrice their number, were soon overpowered. Several 
of Steel's party were wounded, but none killed. 

The captain himself had a narrow escape. In the thick of 
the fray an Arab was about to stab him through the neck, 
when a big, light-haired man seized the assailant, and flung 
him against the wall with such force that he fell senseless. 

* You know how to handle a man, I see,' said Steel to his 
rescuer ; * and you 're a sailor, too, by the cut of your jib. 
What's your name, my fine fellow?' 

* I been one Hollander ; Klaas Janssen ish mine name — 
sailor mid Mynheer Van Tromp, ven he fight your Admiral 
Blake.' 

'Never mind that now,' said Steel, hastily. 'There's 
neither Englishmen nor Dutchmen here — there 's only honest 
Christian folk, shoulder to shoulder agin a rabble of blacka- 
moor thieves. Give us your flipper, mate ; we '11 see if two 
honest sailors ben*t a match for any dozen cut-throat Turks I' 
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This bold assertion was soon tested; for just then the 
soldiers from the third and last battery on the tier, alarmed 
by the pistol-shots, and supposing that the slaves had risen 
upon their guards, came pouring in pell-mell. 

Happily this last battery had few soldiers in it ; and those 
few, who had expected to surprise their enemies, were con- 
siderably surprised themselves when confronted by a large 
band of armed men. They were quickly beaten down and 
their slave-gang freed, and Captain Steel was undisputed 
master of the whole uppermost tier. 

'Sail ve kill dem oder Moros, capitani* asked the 
Spaniard, pointing to the wounded Arabs. 

* Not for your life ! Gag *em, and tie 'em up ; we '11 keep 
'em for horse-stages, as they calls it.' 

As they obeyed, one of the newly-freed slaves cried : 

* Why, if it ben't Cap'n Steel ! I say, mates, here 's the 
skipper!' 

And the captain recognised four of his lost sailors from 
the lAon, 

' We 're glad to be under your honour's orders again,' said 
the foremost, saluting. 

' And I 'm right glad to have you, my sons.' 

Captain Steel's first care was to attend to his wounded, 
who were made as comfortable as circumstances permitted. 
Then, with the help of his followers, he spiked all the guns 
but two. 

* Now, lads,' he cried to his four ex-seamen, * you keep on 
loadin' this here gun with powder^ and firin' as hard as you 
like; for if the blackamoors see that this topmost tier's 
stopped firin' altogether, they '11 be coming up to see what 's 
wrong.* 

The men obeyed with a laugh, and the captain continued 
his instructions : 

* Four o' ye run back t' other gun, and load it with old iron 
— stones — anything you like, so long as there 's plenty of it. 
The rest of you unship some o' them spiked guns, and block 
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up the stair with them and their carriages. Sharp, now — 
we Ve no time to lose V 

In a trice, the stair, which was their sole communication 
with the lower part of the fort, was blocked with a barricade 
not easy to surmount Then the gun was dragged forward 
and pointed over it, and Klaas Janssen, an expert gunner, 
depressed its muzzle so as to command the stair. 

* Now, mates,' cried Steel exultingly, ' here we are, thirty- 
one good men and true, not counting them that 's hurt ; and 
if we can't manage to hold this place agin all the Turkish 
lubbers in Tunis, we oughtn't to call ourselves men/' 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



CHAPTER XXX. 

JACK NARBOROUGH's DREAM GOMES TRUE. 

T the 'Turkish hibbers' had now something 
dse to think of. While the captain and his 
jomrades were fighting for their freedom within 
ihe fort, their countrymen were fighting as 
jtoutly for it outside ; and strange things were 
happening beyond that cloudy veil which cut off the little 
band of heroes from the outer world. 

It was the oft-repeated combat of the impulsive East 
against the imyielding West — the frantic valour of bigotry 
and rage, soon hot and soon cold, against the dogged courage 
that grows stronger as dangers thicken — the courage that 
long afterwards was displayed at Arcot, Waterloo, Lucknow, 
and Rorke's Drift. And the result was still the same. 

Apart from the strength of superior skill and discipline, 
Blake had the great advantage of having the breeze behind 
him. Thus, while his ships were almost clear of the smoke, 
it was driven full in the eyes of the Arab gunners, blinding 
them so completely that they fired almost at random. 

*Well, if / was king o' this here country,' said Brooke, 
laughing disdainfully at the splash of the balls that fell 
harmlessly around the George^ *I*d hang all them gunners 
for makin' sitch bad practice !' 

* No, I wouldn't do that,' cried Cleaver ; * I 'd shut 'em up 
in that underground cellar that we got into at Gibraltar, and 
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give 'em nothin' to eat but them stone sausages as hung 
from the roof; for ye know they Turks mustn't eat pork, 
not even when it 's made of stone.' 

*I s'pose, then,' chuckled Robinson, 'that's why you 
couldn't cotch that shark. Bill, off the coast of Algiers. O' 
course a Mohammedan shark wouldn't go near a hook baited 
with pork /* 

* Well, if the niggers keep on at this rate,' laughed George 
Steel, who had now joined his mates at their guns, 'they'll 
have a good list o* killed and wounded from the burstin' of 
their own pieces. What /'ve seen o' Moorish cannon, they 
seem to be the same sort as that musket in the story, that 
killed three men at a shot — the chap that fired it, and the 
two that stood to right and left.' 

The batteries of the Porto Ferino mole, however, made 
better practice, and shot after shot came whizzing over the 
quarter-deck, on which Blake was standing alone, watching 
every turn of the battle. 

With cordage rending and spars crashing above him, and 
shot and splinters hurtling around, the great leader was as 
cool as if he had been in the quiet garden of his old college 
at Oxford ; and his calm, fearless bearing struck a chill into 
the sinking hearts of the Moors. 

'This unbeliever fears not death,' they muttered tremu- 
lously. 'Assuredly he must be one of those who cannot 
be slain ! ' 

Meanwhile the superior gunnery of the English was begin- 
ning to tell. Cleaver's information and George's pilotage had 
not been given in vain, and the largest fort, attacked at its 
weakest point, was literally melting beneath the flag-ship's 
tremendous broadsides. The crash of falling masonry was 
heard above all the din of the fray, and a vast breach yawned 
in the broad white face of the wall, into which fresh stones 
and timbers fell crashing every moment. 

Kor did the Porto Ferino batteries escape, for as the fire 
of the forts slackened, the men-of-war that had been battering 
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them concentrated their terrible cannonade more and more 
upon the fortified mole, with crushing eflFect. Man after man 
was struck down, gun after gun dismounted, strong breast- 
works blown away like bubbles, stone walls hammered into 
shapeless heaps of dust 

As the destruction proceeded, a tall chief, in gorgeous Arab 
dress, was seen to spring up on to the shattered wall of the 
mole, and shake his scimitar at the destroying fleet in a 
frenzy of impotent rage. But just then a heavy shot cut 
away the parapet from beneath him, and he vanished amid 
a cloud of dust. 

• ••••• 

By three p.m. the battle, though still warmly contested, 
was no longer doubtful. The largest of the five forts was 
pierced through and through, and one whole side beaten right 
in. The fire of three others was waxing feeble, while the 
fourth, thanks to the success of Captain Steers daring attempt, 
was all but silent. The battery on the ridge overlooking the 
harbour had been literally blown to atoms. All the pirate 
ships moored under the mole were sorely shattered; and 
although the defenders of Porto Ferino still maintained the 
fight, they did so more from savage determination than with 
any hope of tummg a combat already hopeless. 

'We've got 'em this time,' cried Jack Narborough. 
'Geordie, your father and mother will soon be out of 
irons !' 

'Looks like it. We're a fort and a half to the good 
already, for that biggest fort's got the wind knocked clean 
out of it, and the upper part o' that middle 'un has hardly 
a cough left in it.' 

'Holloa!' called out Bill, * whatever 's up now? The 
blackamoors are runnin' out o' the middle fort like rats from 
a sinkin' ship! Is the whole thing comin' down with a 
runf 

The Arab soldiers were indeed rushing out of the midmost 
fort — that which contained Captain Steel — in a disordered 
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crowd; but the cause of their flight was not what Bill 
supposed. 

The Moorish gunners on the lower tier, finding that they 
were beginning to run short of powder, and knowing nothing 
of the change which Captain Steel had effected over their 
heads, had sent four of their number up the stair for a supply 
of ammunition; and they were thunder-struck to see a bar- 
ricade with levelled cannon, and an armed band of ^white- 
faced unbelievers ' behind it 

The cry of terror with which the Arabs greeted this 
apparition told the captain's men that all was discovered, 
and they replied to it with a dozen pistol-shots, which struck 
down two of the four Moors. At the firing, the native 
soldiers below took the alarm, and came dashing like roadmen 
up the stair. 

But their advance was soon checked. Klaas Janssen, who 
acted as gunner, sent a heavy charge of broken stones and 
iron crashing among them, while a lusty * Hurrah!' from 
thirty voices mingled with its roar. 

This discharge, and the sound of the English war-cry in 
their midst, acted upon the terrified Arabs like magic. In 
their bewilderment they imagined that Blake's Englishmen 
must have scaled and captured the upper part of the fort. 

Out they rushed pell-mell, flinging away their arms as 
they ran ; and in this strange fashion Steel and his followers 
found themselves in possession of the fort without another 
blow. 

The fleeing Arabs carried the contagion of their own panic 
to the soldiers drawn up in reserve behind. In facty the 
discouragement of the defenders was now so universal, that 
only one more stroke was needed to make their overthrow 
complete ; and that stroke was just about to fall 

George, watching the flight of the Moors from the third 
fort, suddenly remembered that this was the one to which 
his father had been sent, and was just speculating whether 
he had anything to do with this strange panic, when a 
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tremendous burst of sound out-thundered even the roar of 
the cannonade, and seemed to shake the earth, 

A mighty jet of flame shot up through the rolling smoke, 
as if spouted from a volcano; and then all was instantly 
as dark as night. A well-aimed shot from the George, passing 
through the huge gap in the largest fort, had gone right 
into the powder-magazine. 

The whole fort was blown to atoms; and in the awful 
silence that followed, there was heard far and wide through 
the unearthly gloom the splash of falling masses of stone 
in the surrounding waters. 

The horror of this fearful catastrophe, the havoc wrought 
by the falling fragments among the troops drawn up in the 
rear, and the sudden fall of a large part of the next fort — 
shaken down by the explosion — crushed at one blow what 
little spirit still lingered in the Moorish forces. The Arabs 
cried that God had forsaken them, and abandoned their guns 
in despair. The forts ceased to fire. The crews of the pirate 
ships hurried ashore in a panic-stricken mob. Even the 
stubborn defenders of Porto Ferine lost heart, and began 
to slink away. 

Then the admiral — who had not lost a single detail of the 
struggle — saw th^t his time had come. Cutters and launches 
were lowered and manned, and the English seamen went 
right at the pirate cruisers, and set them on fire, every one. 
• ••••• 

Meanwhile the worthy Bey, seated upon the tower of his 
city palace, had watched the distant battle as a pageant got 
up expressly for his amusement. When the fight began, 
his mid-day meal had just been brought ; and the relish with 
which he sipped his coflFee, and enjoyed his sugar-cakes and 
fruit, was heightened by the comfortable assurance that the 
* infidel curs ' who had dared to threaten him were then being 
blown to pieces for their insolence. 

*By the tomb of the Prophet !' cried he to an obsequious 
courtier behind him, * I am glad that my brother of Tripoli 
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has not had time to send his ships to my aid, for now the 
destruction of this unbelieving scum will be wrought by 
no hand but mine V 

The man addressed might have his doubts whether the 
speaker's fat, nerveless hand would have done much toward 
discomfiting the greatest naval commander in Europe; but 
he was far too experienced to do anything but agree with 
his royal master. 

* What aid can the Asylum of the Universe need from any 
man 1 Is he not the greatest monarch of the earth 1 So may 
all enemies of His Sublime Highness perish, as these infidel 
hounds are perishing now ! ' 

But, as the day wore on, it began to strike the impatient 
Asylum of the Universe that the unbelievers were not perish- 
ing quite quick enough. He had looked for the arrival of 
a breathless messenger with the news that the hated * Franks * 
were destroyed or put to flight; but morning passed into 
afternoon, and afternoon into evening, and still the message 
did not come. 

All this time the Bey had not the smallest doubt that 
his invincible warriors were mowing down the English like 
grass; and he was just wondering why they were so long 
about it, when he was suddenly and terribly undeceived. 

Through the shroud of smoke that hung over Goletta, a 
broad sheet of flame leaped upward to the clouds, while earth 
and air trembled with the explosion that scattered far and 
wide the blackened fragments of the defences in which 
he trusted. 

* Allah preserve us ! what may this mean V muttered the 
wretch, with blank dismay. *Can these accursed Franks 
have got the better, after all?' 

A few minutes later, the flames of his nine ships of war 
burst through the smoke, dyeing blood-red the clear evening 
sky. 

And then came back to the appalled despot his words of 
insolent defiance to the English admiral a few hours before : 
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*And if thon wouldst have satisfaction, thou may'st take 
it from my forts and ships of war.' 

The unbeliever had taken him at his word, and the forts 
and ships of which he had boasted had ceased to exist. 

Then this cowardly tyrant was seized with a panic as over- 
whelming as that of his soldiers. He rushed wildly down the 
stair, called for his horse, and dashed off toward his retreat 
at Bardo with all the speed which mortal terror could inspire. 
And, as he flew madly along the darkening high-road — senti- 
nelled by the rattling skeletons of the victims of his cruelty — 
any one who had beheld his convulsed face, lighted up by 
the destroying flames which were kindling earth and sky, 
might have seen in him a fit type of Guilt hunted over the 
earth by the avenging fires of divine judgment. 

• ••.*• 

When night closed over that wild scene, the victory was 
complete. The pirate ships that had wrought so much 
misery were one red and roaring blaze. Of the five forts, 
one was utterly destroyed, and upon the seaward face of the 
other four there was hardly a gun left. The Moorish com- 
mandant and most of his officers had fallen, and only a few 
shapeless heaps of ruin, out of which the muzzles of over- 
turned cannon stood gauntly up here and there, marked the 
formidable batteries of Porto Ferino. And all this had been 
achieved — so crushing was the English fire — with a loss to 
Blake's squadron of only twenty-five men killed, and forty 
wounded ! 

And when the cannon ceased to roar, a solemn hush fell 
over that scene of slaughter, broken suddenly by the stem 
cadence of the old Puritan psalm, as the stout seamen, by 
whose hands that great deliverance had been wrought, up- 
lifted their deep voices in praise to the God of battles : 

' sing a new song to the Lord, 

Who wondrous things hath done ; 
With His right hand and holy arm 
The vict'ry He hath won V 
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DEPART IN FEACB. 

T BLAKE was not a man to leave his 
half done. By daybreak he had repaired 
^es, and was ready for action once more ; 
he first ray of sunrise had hardly streamed 

the eastern hills, when the admiral sent 

his pinnace ashore with a straightforward message that if the 
captives were not given up at once, and all his demands 
complied with, he would bum the Bey's palace over his 
head. 

But the weak and dastardly tyrant needed no threat to 
hasten his surrender, after the fearful lesson of the previous 
day. Passing at once from the highest pitch of boastful 
conceit to the lowest depth of abject cowardice, he thought 
only of saving his own worthless self by instant and complete 
submission. In a hurried letter — the grovelling humility of 
which was a very edifying contrast to his recent vauntings — he 
begged for mercy, implored * the mighty warrior of Inglistan * 
to spare his city, and pledged his word to release the cap- 
tives that very day, and refrain from similar outrages for the 
future. 

That promise was redeemed in a very unexpected manner ; 
for, as the galley which brought this precious epistle neared 
the flag-ship, and the English sailors — many of whom had 
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witnessed the insult recently offered to their idolised admiral 
on his own quarter-deck by the Moorish envoy — were watch- 
ing her progress, and cracking rough jokes upon * the Turks 
comin' aboard to go down on their marrow-bones and beg for 
marcy/ Bob Brooke gave a start, and called out ; 

* There 's a woman aboard that craft, mates ; who '11 she be, 
d' ye think V 

The keen-sighted old Tom Davis said emphatically, * She 's 
a English woman, if ever I see*d one yet !* 

* An Englishwoman !' echoed a dozen amazed voices at once. 
* Whatever 's she doing aboard the king's barge, then?' 

But at that moment this question was unexpectedly 
answered for them by Dora Steel, who was on deck as 
usual, and looking with wide, wondering eyes at the grim 
traces of the battle. As the Moorish barge drew nearer, the 
child eyed it with close attention for a few seconds, and then 
suddenly scrambled on to one of the guns, and held out her 
hands with a joyful cry of * Mother ! mother !' And scarcely 
had the boat run alongside, when the girl and her long-lost 
mother were in each other's arms. 

It was indeed Mrs Steel, who, being the only Christian 
slave in the Bey's palace — for all the male prisoners had been 
packed off to assist in the defence of the fortifications — had 
been sent aboard at once by that worthy potentate in proof of 
his submission. George Steel — who, with his usual good 
fortune, had come out of the fight without a scratch — was 
quickly apprised of his mother's release ; and the three began 
a talk which threatened to last all day, so much had they to 
hear and tell. 

Meanwhile the English sailors were enjoying a spectacle 
after their own heart. Whether by accident or design, the 
envoy who brought the Bey's humble message aboard the 
flag-ship was the same insolent fellow who had delivered so 
offensively his master's coarse defiance to Blake the day 
before; and the abject humiliation of this swaggering bully 
was an indescribable treat to the indignant tars, though, like 
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true Englislimen, they forbore to aggravate their prostrate 
enemy's distress by triumphing over him in his fall. 

With a greatly altered gait and bearing from that of the 
previous day, the envoy went up to Blake on the quarter-deck, 
and, laying his turban at the admiral's feet, in token of 
submission, greeted him with the customary form of Eastern 
politeness : ' Leader of the Franks, thou art my father and my 
mother/ 

* Well, if that 's so,' growled Tom Davis, when this compli- 
ment was translated to him, 'the h'admiral's got a bigger 
fool for a son nor what I thought ! ' 

The details of the surrender were soon arranged, and, an 
hour later, the long train of released captives was seen 
winding slowly down to the beach. The English boats were 
sent ashore to meet them, and among the first that came off 
were Captain Steel and his gallant band, who had remained 
under arms all night in the fort that they had taken, ready to 
meet any attack. 

The meeting of the rescued captain with his strangely 
reunited family was a sight worth seeing; and he received 
an equally enthusiastic welcome from Robinson, Cleaver, and 
Jack Narborough. Jack had received his first wound in 
battle, his right arm being in a sling from the gash of a 
flying splinter, and Dora had insisted on tying it up with her 
own hands. 

* God bless you, my brave lad !' cried Captain Steel, seizing 
Jack's one unwounded hand in both his own with an iron 
grasp ; * you Ve done more for me and this little lass than I 
can ever thank you for.* 

* I did what I could,' answered the young hero simply ; and 
those words were remembered and quoted in after years with 
good reason. 

' And I 'm going to marry him as soon as we get home to 
England,' said Dora, with perfect gravity. *I promised I 
would, if he 'd get you and mother out of prison — and lie V 
done it /* 
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Meanwhile the long procession of freed slaves continued to 
file down to the shore, and boat-load after boat-load was 
brought off to the English squadron. As each boat ran 
alongside with its ghastly freight, the sturdy blue-jackets 
crowded to stare with mingled horror, disgust, and rage at a 
spectacle too common in that barbarous age, though happily 
unfamiliar to our own. 

It was indeed a sight which few could have beheld 
unmoved; and the set teeth and flashing eyes of Blake's 
veterans told plainly what feelings were aroused in them by 
the appearance of these living spectres. Many a hard hand 
was fiercely clenched, many a growl of wrath uttered, as the 
brave Englishmen surveyed these miserable wrecks of human- 
ity, which had once been men as strong and fearless as 
themselves. 

Three or four of the flag-ship's crew recognised amid the 
ghastly throng, with looks of half-incredulous horror, former 
shipmates of their own, whom they had seen only a few years 
before in the prime of strength and life, now gray-haired, 
bowed, nerveless skeletons, seemingly tottering on the brink 
of extreme old age. 

The bodies of these miserable creatures, left almost bare by 
the foul and blood-stained rags which were their only clothing, 
were one mass of fearful sores, and their parched and blistered 
skins were literally caked with the unwashed filth of years. 
All bore terrible marks of scourge and chain, and many 
showed in their seared flesh the indelible scars of the red-hot 
branding-iron. Some had been crippled for life by their suf- 
ferings, and could barely drag themselves along. Kot a few 
had lost a finger or an eye, while several wanted an arm or a 
limb. Some, when brought aboard the English vessels, stared 
blankly around them, or smiled vacantly, their reason having 
given way beneath the grinding misery of their bondage. 

*Well,' cried one man, savagely, *I wouldn't ha* thought 
as even a Turk could have the heart to do sitch villanies, 
blestif I would!' 
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* The rascals won't be able to do any more for a goodish 
bit> that 's one comfort,' growled a second, looking round with 
an air of stem triumph upon the wide waste of ruin that lay 
outspread where the threatening batteries of Goletta and 
Porto Ferino had frowned defiance at them only a few short 
hours before. 

Nothing, however, could exceed the kindness of the rescuers 
to those whom they had saved. No trouble seemed too great 
for the sake of * the men who had been in bondage among the 
heathen.* The stalwart seamen carried their new charges 
below as tenderly as children. Many gave up unasked their 
hammocks and blankets for the use of the sufferers. Some at 
once proceeded to feed the weakest of the new-comers like 
babies with their own hands ; and one brawny giant aboard 
the Success — with more goodwill than discretion — was stopped, 
just in time, from cramming into the mouth of a fainting 
captive (whose strength would barely have sufficed to swallow 
a few drops of water) a solid lump of fat salt-pork, which 
would have choked him on the spot. 

'There's only one thing wanting now to make me quite 
happy,' said Captain Steel, as he sat between his wife and 
George, while Dora, perched on his knee, petted him to her 
heart's content. * I shouldn't have a mortal thing left to wish 
for, if I could only git back them six brave lads o' mine of 
the old Lion — them as that thievin' Algerine corsair took 
away on the v'y'ge out here.' 

(It was fated, however, that even this cloud in the sky of 
the captain's existence should speedily pass away ; for, only 
a few weeks later, when Algiers and Tripoli, terrified by the 
mere rumour of what had befallen Tunis, made their sub- 
mission to the conqueror in turn, and gave up their captives, 
the six missing sailors of the Lion, over whom Captain Steel 
was grieving, were restored along with the rest.) 

As the sun went down on the day of that great deliverance, 
a sad and silent group gathered on the deck of Blake's flag- 
ship, around the prostrate form of old Abraham Wilstow, the 
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sun of whose life was going down along with it The brave 
heart that had borne up against so many years of misery had 
given way at last beneath the sudden and overwhelming joy 
of finding himself free and among English faces once more. 
Quietly and painlessly, the old man's life was ebbing away. 

'Father,' said Blake, bending his noble head reverently 
over the dying man, * give me your blessing ere you depart.' 

* The Lord of Hosts bless thee, my son, and cover thy head 
in the day of battle !' rejoined the aged Puritan, laying his 
thin and nerveless hand upon the bowed head of the famous 
warrior. * Thou shalt do great things, and shalt still prevail. 
And these also,' he added, looking up at Narborough and his 
comrades, who stood round him in silent sorrow, * shall here- 
after become men of renown, and do good service to God and 
his people. May the Lord, who hath redeemed my soul 
from captivity, bless ye all !' 

Then he sank back as if exhausted, and lay silent and 
motionless, while little Dora stole up to him on tiptoe, and 
tenderly kissed his wasted cheek. 

The caress seemed to rouse the old man for a moment, and 
lifting his head again, he glanced round upon the smoking 
ruins of the pirate forts, the blackened wrecks of the corsair 
vessels floating in the bay, and the throng of freed slaves 
that crowded the decks of the English men-of-war around 
him. Then his lips were seen to move, and he murmured 
faintly : 

*Lord, now lettest thou thy servant depart in peace, 
according to thy word; for mine eyes have seen thy 
salvation.' 

And, with the words of the grand old thanksgiving upon 
his lips, the brave man went home to God. 

His prophecy was amply fulfilled. The triumphs won by 
Blake during the two remaining years of his glorious life are 
written for ever in history ; and in all the navy of Charles 
IL there were no better sailors or braver men than Captains 
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Kobinson and Cleaver, Sir George Steel, and Commodore 
Brooke. Dora's father, too, despite all his hardships and 
sufferings, lived to see his little pet presented at court as 
* Lady Narborough * on the occasion of her husband's greatest 
victory; for by that time her old playmate, 'Spring-heeled 
Jack,' had become Admiral Sir John Narborough, the 
greatest English seaman of his time, and the worthy successor 
of his great commander. Admiral Blake. 



THB END. 
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ROBIN REDBREAST : a Story for Girls. By Mrs Molbsworth, 
author of The Cuckoo Clocks Carrots, &c. With six original 
Ulostrations by Robert Barnes. 3/6 

A tale of life in an English village, told with all the skill, sim- 
plicity, and naturalness of this favourite writer. Robin Redbreast 
is the name of a pretty cosy-looking house near the village of 
Thetford, inhabited by Lady Myrtle Goodacre, around whom 
and the young girls Frances and Jacinth Mildmay, Miss Alison 
Mildmay, and others, a clever and effective story revolves. 

FOUR ON AN ISLAND : a Story of Adventure. By L. T. Mbade, 
author of Daddy's Boy, Scamp and /, Wilton Chase, &c With 
six original Illustrations by W. Rainey. 8/6 

L. T. Meade relates with humour and vivacity how four young 
people, residing at a homestead in Brazil, go off one day on a picnic, 
and while playing on the seashore, in spite of orders to the 
contrary embark in a small boat, drift out to sea, and at the 
imminent danger of their lives finally land on an uninhabited 
island. The interest of the story deepens as the children cleverly 
adapt themselves to their Robinson Crusoe existence, in building a 
house and supplying themselves with food ; and they have many 
startling adventures, before being finally rescued, sadder and wiser 
children, after an exile of three months. 
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Stacey. 8/6 

In this Australian story Mr Fenn enables us to follow the fortunes 
of an English family, from the time of their landing on the east 
coast of Northern Australia till their settlement at Wallaby Range. 
They go through many adventures in travelling inland, as also in 
making their home in the Bush. Like all Mr Fenn's previous 
stories, it teems with incident, while the lively and entertaining talk 
of the characters carries the reader pleasantly onwards from begin- 
ning to close. 

THE PARADISE OF THE NORTH : a Story of Discovery and 
Adventure around the Pole. By D. Lawson Johnstone, author 
of Richard Tregellas, The Mountain Kingdom^ &c. With fifteen 
Illustrations by W. Boucher. 3/6 

Mr Johnstone transports us to the Arctic regions, where a well- 
equipped expedition, carrying out the will of the wealthy Randolph 
Torrens, reaches a higher latitude than that achieved by any pre- 
vious explorers, and even reaches the North Pole itself. This is 
not done without immense ingenuity, numerous adventures, perils, 
and privations. There is the romantic discovery of a green and 
inhabited country with many volcanoes, in this region of ice, peopled 
with descendants of the original Norsemen, with whom there is some 
fighting ; but the whole ends happily, by the return of the crew of 
the Aurora in safety to England. 

THE CHILDREN OF WILTON CHASE. By L. T. Mbade, author 
of Scamp and /, Daddy's Boy^ &c. With six original Illus- 
trations by Everard Hopkins. 8/6 

* A first-rate story, well told.' — Board Teacher. 
'Both entertaining and instructive.* — Spectator, 

* A charmingly written story. * ^Liverpool Daily Post. 

' Great skill is shown in the narration ; the authoress hits off in 
the happiest manner characteristics of child life.* — Leeds Mercury, 

W, dk R, Chambers, Limited^ London and Edinburgh. 
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Frmn ROBIN REDBREAST, by Mrs Molesworth; price 3s, 6d, 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



4 BOOKS FOR PRIZES AND PRESENTATION. 

THE RAJAH OF DAH. By Gborgb Manyillb Fbnn, author of 
In the Kin^s Name, ka. With six original Illustrations by 
W. S. Stacey. 8/6 

* A lively and moat exciting story.'— Pa// MM Gazette, 

' One of Mr Fenn's most snceessfal efforts to cater for the young/— 
Athenontim, 

* An interesting and well-told story.*— jS^< James Gazette, 

*Will be found thoroughly satisfactory as a prize.'— JoufTta/ of 
Education, 

'Written with all the author's usual dash and go.' — Daily 
Chronicle. 

* A story of rapid and lively interest, every page being informed 
with that light-hearted cheerfulness wliich so happily distinguishes 
Mr Fenn's work. *— /S>cAoo/ Board Chronicle. 

JOSIAH MASON: A BIOGRAPHY. With Sketches of the History 
of the Steel Pen and Electroplating Trades. By John Thaokray 
BuNCB. Portrait and Illustrations. 3/6 



Price 2s. 6d. 

COSSACK AND CZAR. By David Kbr, author of The Boy Slave 

in Bokhara^ The Wild Horsemen of the Pampas^ &c. With 

original Illustrations by W. S. Stacey. ?/6 

A thrilling tale of the adventures of an Englishman and his son in 

Russia in the time of Peter the Great, who figures as one of the 

characters, as does also Charles XII. of Sweden and the famous 

Mazeppa. The book teems with incidents of a stirring kind, and 

Mr Ker has used his experiences as a newspaper correspondent in the 

East, for local colour, and the descriptions of Polish, Cossack, and 

Russian life. 

IMOGEN, or Only Eighteen. By Mrs Molbsworth. With four 
Illustrations by H. A. Bone. ^ 

A bright and fascinating story by this popular authoress, which 
shows how the simple and ingenuous Imogen, while a guest along 
with her mother at Grey Fells Hall, becomes a dupe of two designing 
girls, suffers some heartache through misplaced affection, learns 
wisdom through suffering ; and all comes right in the end. 

W. A R. Chambers, Limited, London and Edinburgh. 
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6 BOOKS FOR PRIZES AND PRESENTATION. 

THROUGH THE FLOOD, the Story of an Out-of-the-Way Place. 
By £sMtf Stuart. With Illustrations. 2!/6 

There is nothing dull, and there is much that may be useful, in 
this story of an out-of-the-way place, as we follow ^e fortunes of 
Farmer Graves, with his two daughters — whose characters are 
skilfully contrasted— the Drakes, and some subsidiary people who 
play a part in this little world around River Bank. 

WHEN WE WERE YOUNG. By Mrs O'Reillt, author of Joan 
and Jerry, Pfuxbe^a Fortunes^ &c. With four Illustrations 
by H. A. Bone. ^6 

Lou, a daughter of the house in a well-to-do family, here describes 
in a bright and lively fashion, and through the eyes of fifteen, some 
holiday episodes in the doings of her brothers and sisters; the 
discovery of a family secret, the healing of some family differences, 
the discovery of selfishness on her own part, which is punished ; all 
of which leads to some valuable lessons in character and conducts 

ROSE AND LAVENDER. By the author of Laddie, Miss Toosej/'s 
Mission^ &c. With four original Illustrations by Herbert A. 
Bone. 216 

'This book teaches more than one valuable lesson, and we can 
thoroughly recommend it as a suitable present for young women.' 
— School Guardian. 

*A brightly -written tale, the characters in which, taken from 
humble life, are sketched with life-like naturalness.*— JfoncAei^er 
Examiner. 

BASIL WOOLLCOMBE, MIDSHIPMAN. By Arthur Lbs Knight, 
author of The Adventures of a Midshipmite, &c. With Frontis- 
piece by W. S. Stacey, and other Illustrations. 2S/6 

* A deliglitful book. Adventures both by sea and land does the 
youthful hero encounter, and hardship and peril . . . Basil is a 
fine, manly fellow, and his character is well portrayed.'— i>i«iidSM 
Advertiser. 

W. de R. Chambers, Limited, London and Edinburgh, 
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8 BOOKS FOR PRIZES AND PRESENTATION. 

JOAN AND JERRY. By Mrs O'Rbillt, author of Sussex Stories, 

&c. With four original Illustrations by Herbert A. Bone. 3/6 

' An onnsnally satisfactory story for girls.' — Manchester Guardian, 

* Written with all the charm which so many of this lady's works 
possess.' — Daily Chronicle, 

'There is a deal of brightness and sprightliness in Joan and 
Jerry* — Times, 

* Mrs O'Reilly always tells her stories well. A fine taste keeps her 
from exaggeration in the drawing of character, and she can interest 
her readers without startling incidents or surprises . . . We can 
recommend Joan and Jerry highly.' — Spectator, 

' A capital story full of fun and brightness . . . The book does 
not preach at all, but its moral is excellent.' — Journal of Education, 

< A superior piece of workmanship, bright and sparkling, touched 
with humour, and quite dramatic in the portrayal and quaint hitting- 
off of character.' — School Board Chronicle, 

THE YOUNG RANCHMEN, or Perils of Pioneering in the Wild 
West, hy Charles R Kbnyon. With four original Blostra- 
tions by W. S. Stacey, and other Illustrations. 3/6 

'A stirring story of prairie life, with plenty of bu£falo-hunting, 
adventures with Indians, and other stirring incidents.' — Glasgow 
Herald, 

< Calculated to afford boundless delight to boy readers, brimful as it 
is of excitement and adventure. Girls, too, will find it most interest- 
ing, for Connie and her handsome lover are outstanding figures.'— 
Dundee Advertiser, 

MEMOIR OF WILLIAM AND ROBERT CHAMBERS. With Auto- 
biographic Reminiscences of William Chambers, and Supple- 
mental Chapter. 14th edition. With Portraits and Ulustia- 
tions. 21^ 

'What would be the story of popular education In this island 
if the names of William and Robert Chambers, and of all that 
they did, could be cut out? ... As a matter of social history 
the book is indispensable ; for who can be said to possess a know- 
ledge of the England and the Scotland of the nineteenth century 
who is not familiar with the story of the brothers Chambers?' — 
School Board Chronicle, 

W,4bE. Chambers, Limited, London Otld Edinburgh, 
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10 BOOKS FOR PRIZES AND PRESENTATION. 

POPULAR RHYMES OF SCOTLAND. By Robbrt Chambers. 3/6 

A collection of the traditionary verse of Scotland, in which the 
author has gathered together a multitmle of rhymes and short 
snatches of verse applicahle to places, families, natural ohjects, 
games, &c., wherewith the cottage fireside was amused in days 
gone past. 

TRADITIONS OF EDINBURGH. By Bobbrt Chambers. New 
Edition. With Illustrations. 21% 

*The work is too well known to need any description here. It is 
an accepted storehouse of the legendary history of this city. The 
new edition is well printed, handy in form, cheap in price, and will 
doubtless be widely sought for.' — Scotsman. 

HISTORY OF THE REBELLION OF 1745-6. By Kobbbt Chambers. 
New Edition^ with Index and Illustrations. 21% 

<A book which will delight all young folks with any vein of 
romance or love of adventure.' — New York Critic. 

< There is not to be found anywhere a better account of the events 
of '45 than that given hsn.^^Ne%ocastle Chronicle. 

GOOD AND GREAT WOMEN: a Book for Girls. Comprises brief 
lives of Queen Victoria, Florence Nightingale, Baroness Burdett- 
Coutts, Mrs Becchor-Stowe, Jenny lind, Charlotte Bronte, Mrs 
Hemans, Dorothy Pattison. Numerous Illustrations. 21% 

* It is exactly suited for girls, and yet equally attractive to their 
elders.' — Schoolmaster. 

'A brightly written volume, full to the brim of interesting and 
instructive matter ; and either as reader, reward, or library book is 
equally suitable.' — Teachers* Aid, 

UVES OF LEADING NATURALISTS. By H. Alletnb Niohol- 
SON, Professor of Natural History in the University of Aberdeen. 
lUustrated. 21% 

* Popular and interesting by the skilful manner in which notices 
of the lives of distinguished naturalists, from John Ray and Francis 
Willoughby to Charles Darwin, are interwoven with the methodical 
exposition of the progress of the science to which they are devoted.' 
— Scotsman. 

W. df R. Chambers, Limited, London and Edinburgh, 
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19 BOOKS FOR PRIZES AND PRESENTATION, 

BENEFICENT AND USEFUL LIVES. Comprising Lord Shaftes- 
bury, George Peabody, Andrew Carnegie, Walter Besant, Samuel 
Morley, Sir James Y. Simpson, Dr Arnold of Rugby, &c. By 
R Cochrane. Numerous Illustrations. 2!/6 

< We heartily commend the book as full of the richest lessons of 
wisdom. *—ScfuH>lmcuter, 

'Highly interesting and exceedingly attractive. It is a really 
good book in every particular, and deserves to be widely used as a 
rewfkrd,*— Teachers* Aid. 

'Nothing could be better than the author's selection of facts 
setting forth the beneficent lives of those generous men in the 
narrow compass which the capacity of the volume allows.' — School 
Board Chronicle, 

GREAT THINKERS AND WORKERS, being the Lives of Thomas 
Carlyle, Lord Armstrong, Lord Tennyson, Charles Dickens, Sir 
Titus Salt, W. M. Thackeray, Sir Henry Bessemer, John Ruskin, 
James Nasmyth, Charles Kingsley, Builders of the Forth 
Bridge, &c. With numerous Illustrations. 2/6 

' One of the most fitting presents for a thoughtful boy that we have 
come across.' — Review of Reviews, 

'The volume is worthy of a place in every boy's library in the 
kingdom, and has our warmest commendation.' — PraeticcU Teacher, 

' Within the limits assigned to them, his sketches could scarcely be 
improved upon. The striking features of each career are ably brought 
out, and indeed nothing seems to have been omitteil that could help 
to give a good general idea of the character and lifework of these 
thinkers and workers.' — Glasgow Herald, 

RECENT TRAVEL AND ADVENTURE. Comprising Stanley and 

the Congo, Lieutenant Greely, Joseph Thomson, Livingstone, 

Lady Brassey, VamWry, Burton, &c. Illustrated. Cloth. 2^6 

' It is wonderful how much that is of absorbing interest has been 

packed into this small volume.' — Scotsman, 

' The nan*ati ves are clearly and tersely written. ' — School Newspaper. 

'A first-rate book for a reward— indeed, we know of none better.' 

—Teachers* Aid, 

' Readable and possessed of educational value.*— jSScoI^mA Leader. 

W. df R. Chambers^ Limited, London and EdinburgK 
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14 BOOKS FOB PBIZES AND PBESENTATION. 

GREAT HISTORIC EVENTS. The Conquest of India, Indian 
Mutiny, French Revolution, the Crusades, the Conquest of 
Mexico, Napoleon's Russian Campaign. Ulosirated. 2/6 

SONGS OF SCOTLAND prior to Bums, with the Tunes, edited by 

Robert Chambbbs, LL.D. With IHustrationa. ^6 

This vohime embodies the whole oi the pre-Bumsian songs of 

Scotland that possess merit and are presentable, along with the 

mnaie s each accompanied by its own hklory. 

UTIRART CELEBRITIES. 3/6 

Being brief biographies of Wordsworth, Campbell, Moore, Jeftey, 
and Macaulay. Illustrated. 

HISTORICAL CELEBRITIES. , Comprising lives ol Oliver dom- 

well, Washington, Napoleon Bonaparte, Duke ol Wellington. 

lUnstrated. 2/6 

*Tlie story ol their life-work is told in such a way as to teach 

important historical^ as well as persoiial, lessojis bearing upon the 

poHtieal history of this country.'— &Aoa/»ia«ler. 

STORIES OF REMARKABLE PERSONS. The HerachelB, Mary 

Someiville, Bir Walter Seott, A. T. Stewart, Ae. By Wiujam 

CHAMBsna, LL.D. 21/6 

Embraces about two doien lives, and the biographieal sketches 

are freely interspersed with anecdotes, so as to make it pc^nlar and 

stimulating reading lor both yoang and okL 

YOUTH'S COMPANIOll AND COUNSELLOR. By Wiluam Cham- 
BBBS, LL.D. 21% 

This is a new and enlarged edition ol the first issne ol 1867, which 
met with a gratifying degree ol approval The book offers friendly 
counsel to the young on everyday matters which eoDcem their 
welfare ; the hints, advices, and suggestions therein offered being the 
result of observation and experience drawn from the long and busy 
hie ol the writer. 

TALES FOR TRAVELLERS. Selected fioin Chambers*^ Papers for 
the Feopie, 2 volumes. 2|/6 

Containing twelve tales by the author of John HaKJax, €ftm^m»ant 
George Cupples, and other well-known writers. 

W, do B, Chambers, Limited, London and Edinburgh, 
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16 BOOKS FOB PRIZES AND PBESENTAT/ON. 

STORIES OF OLD FAMILIES. By W. Chambers, LL.D. ^6 

The Setons — Lady Jean Gordon — Countess of Nithsdale — Lady 
Grisell Baillie— Grisell Coclirane — the Keiths — Lady Grange — Lady 
Jane Douglas—Story of WedJerbum'— Story of Erskine— Countess 
of Eglintoun— Lady Forbes— the Dalrymples— Montrose— Bucdeuch 
Family— Argyll Family, &c. 



Price 2s. 

THROUGH STORM AND STRESS. By J. S. Fletchb& With 
Frontispiece by W. S. Stacey. 2/ 

An adventure story in which there are descriptions of a mutiny and 
fire on board ship, life in an open boat, on a desert island, ending 
by Captain Crib and his two young prot^g^s falling into tlie hands 
of the Turks, and being condemned to work in the galleys. The 
escape from the Turks at Alexandria, under the leadership of John 
Fox with 270 other Chiistian captives, forms the climax of an 
exciting narrative, and is a perfectly true incident. 

FIVE VICTIMS : a School-room Story. By M. Bramston, author 
of Boys and Girls, Uncle Ivan, &c. With Frontispiece by H. 
A. Bone. 2/ 

The practised pen of Miss Bramston here supplies some natural 
pictures of school-girl life. The Five Victims are young girls who 
think themselves miserably ill-used by a gootl and noble, but very 
plain-looking governess, in delicate health. The children find out the 
worth of their teacher when placed under another, and all receive a 
life-long lesson from the different events of the story. 

SOME BRAVE BOYS AMD GIRLS. By Edith C. Kenton, author 
of The Little Knight, Wilfrid Clifford, &c. 2/ 

A collection of stimulating and instructive examples, and anec- 
dotes of how boys and girls were brave in the hour of danger, for the 
sake of their family, and brave against evil ; with anecdotes of brave 
sons and daughters, brave missionaries, philanthropists, engineers, 
soldiers, inventors, &c. The moral is never obtruded, but shines 
through every example in the book. 

W, df R, Chambers, Limited, London and Edinburgh, 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Frmn Five VicnMS, by M, Bramston; price 28. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



18 BOOKS FOR PRIZES AND PRESENTATION. 

ELIZABETH, or Cloud and Sunshine. By Hbnley I. Ardbn, 
author of Leather Mill Farm, Aunt Bell^ &c. With frontis- 
piece by Herbert A. Bone. 21 

* Short, crisp, and telling. '~rtmef. 

* A brave, rustic heroine, capitally sketched by H. L Arden.'— 
Graphic 

* This is a charming story, and in every way suitable as a gift- 
book or prize for girls.' — Schoolmcuter, 

* An attractive little story which carries the reader cheerfully along 
to its happy ending.'— Pa// MaU Gaeette, 

HEROES OF ROMANTIC ADVENTURE, being biographical sketches 
of Lord Clive, founder of British supremacy in India ; Captain 
John Smith, founder of the ccdony of Virginia; the Good 
Knight Bayard ; and Garibaldi, the Italian patriot Illustrated. 

21 

OUR ANIMAL FRIENDS— the Dog, Cat, Horse, and Elephant. 
With numerous Illustrations. 2/ 

A popular account, freely interspersed with anecdotes showing 
personal attachment, Bdelity, and sagacity of the dog ; the affection, 
coui-age, and memory of the cat ; the courage, revenge, and docility 
of the horse; and the various characteristics of the elephant, 
including the famous Jumbo. 

FAMOUS MEN. lUustrated. 2/ 

Comprising biographical sketches of Lord Dundonald, George 

Stephenson, Lord Nelson, Louis Napoleon, Captain Cook, George 

Washington, Sir Walter Scott, Peter the Great, Christopher 

. Columbus, John Howard, William Hutton, William Penn, James 

. Watt, Alexander Selkirk, Sir William Jones, Dr Leyden, Dr Murray, 

. Alexander Wilson, J. F. Oberlin. 

EMINENT WOMEN, and Tales for Girls. lUustrated. 21 

* The lives include those of Grace Darling, Joan of Arc, Flora 
I Macdonald, Helen Gray, Ma<l.-ime Roland, and others; while the 

stories, which are mainly of a domestic character, embrace such 
favourites as Passion and Principle, Love is Power, Three Ways of 
, Livuig, Annals of the Poor, Sister of Rembrandt, and others equally 
entertaining and good.* — Teac/iers' Aid, 

TV. db R. Clutmbcrsy Limited^ London and Edinburgh 
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90 BOOKS FOR PRIZES AND PRESENTATION. 

LIFE OF BENJAMIN FRANKLIN. lUustrated. 21 

* A fine example of attractive biographical writing, and the dogged 
perseverance, iin tiring energy, and ultimate success of the hero are 
found to leave an influence for good on the mind of the youthful 
reader. A short address, " The Way to Wealth," should be read by 
every young man in the kingdom.' — Teachers* Aid, 

TALES FROM CHAMBERS'S JOURNAL. 4 vols. 21 

Comprise interesting short stories by James Payn, Hugh Conway, 
D. Christie Murray, Walter Thombury, G. Manville Fenn, Dutton 
Cook, J. B. Harwood, and other popular writers. 

BIOGRAPHY, EXEMPLARY AND INSTRUCTIVE. Edited by W. 
Chambers, LL.D. 21 

The Editor gives in this volume a selection of biographies of those 
who, while exemplary in their private lives, became the benefactors 
of their species, by the still more exemplary efforts of their intellect. 

AIUE OILROY. By W. Chambbrs, LL.D. 21 

< The life of a poor Scotch lassie ... a book that will be highly 
esteemed for its goodness as well as for its attractiveness.' — Teachers' 
Aid, 

ESSAYS, FAMILIAR AND HUMOROUS. By Eobbrt Chambebs, 
LL.D. 2 vols. 2/ 

Comprises some of the finest essays, tales, and social sketehes of 
the author of Traditions of Edinburgh, reprinted from Chambers's 
Journal. 

SKETCHES, LIGHT AND DESCRIPTIVE. By W. Chambers, LL.D. 

21 
A selection from contributions to Chambers's Journal, ranging 

over a period of thirty years. 

MARITIME DISCOVERY AND ADVENTURE. lUustrated. 2^ 

Columbus — Balboa — Richard Falconer — North-east Passage — 
South Sea Marauders — Alexander Selkirk — Crossing the Line — 
Genuine Crusoes— Cast-away — Scene with a Pirate, &c 

W, de R, Chambers, Limited, London and Edinburgh. 
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22 BOOKS FOR PRIZES AND PRESENTATION. 

SHIPWRECKS AND TALES OF THE SEA. lUustrated. 2/ 

* A collection of narratives of many famons shipwrecks, with other 
tales of the sea . . . The tales of fortitude under difficulties, and in 
times of extreme peril, as well as the records of adherence to duty, 
contained in this volume, cannot but be of service.'— Prac^tco/ 
Teacher, 

MISCELLANY OF INSTRUCTIVE AND ENTERTAINING TRACTS. 2/ 

These Tracts comprise Tales, Poetry, Ballads, Remarkable Episodes 
in History, Papers on Social Economy, Domestic Management, 
Science, Traveb, &c. The articles contain wholesome and attrac- 
tive reading for Mechanics^ Parish, School, and Cottage Libraries. 



s, d. 

20 Vob. boards. 20 

10 Vols, cloth 20 

10 Vols, cloth, gilt edges 25 



s. d. 

10 Vols, lialf-calf 45 

160 Nos each 1 

Each number can be had separately. 



Price Is. 6d. 

With Illustrations. 

RAILWAYS AND RAILWAY MEN. 1/6 

* A readable and entertaining book. * — Manchester Guardian, 
< As reliable as it Lb interesting.' — Glasgow Herald. 
<In a clear, readable, and interesting style, we are told in brief 
■pace all that the intelligent general reader need care to know 
about the functional duties of each official on the railway.' — Aberdeen 
Free Press, 

SKETCHES OF ANIMAL UFE AND HABITS. By Andrew 

WlLBON, Ph.D., &c. 1/6 

A popular natural history text-book, and a guide to the use of 

the observing powers. Compiled with a view of affording the young 

and the general reader trustworthy ideas of the animal world. 

EXPERIENCES OF A BARRISTER. 1/6 

Eleven tales embracing experiences of a barrister and attorney. 

BEGUMBAGH, a Tale of the Indian Mutiny. 1/6 

A thrilling tale by George Manville Fena. 
THE BUFFALO HUNTERS, and other Talcs. 1/6 

Fourteen short stories reprinted from Chambers's Jotimal, 

W, de R. Chambers^ Limited, London and Edinburgh, 
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24 BOOKS FOR PRIZES AND PRESENTATION, 

TALES OF THE COASTGUARD, and other Stories. 1/6 

Fifteen interesting stories from Chambers's Journal, 

THE CONSCRIPT, and other Tale& 1/6 

Twenty-two short stories specially adapted for perusal by the 
young. 

THE DETECTIVE OFFICER, by * Waters ;' and other Tales. 1/6 
Nine entertaining detective stories, with three others. 

FIRESIDE TALES AND SKETCHES. 1/6 

Contains eighteen tales and sketches by R. Chambers, LL.D., and 
others by P. B. St John, A. M. Sargeant, &c 

THE GOLD-SEEKERS, and other Tales. 1/6 

Seventeen interesting tales from Chambers^s Journal, 

THE HOPE OF LEASCOMBE, and other Stories. 1/6 

The first tale inculcates the lesson that we cannot have everything 
our own way in this world, and that passion and impulse are often 
evil counsellors. 

THE ITALIAN'S CHILD, and other Tales. 1/6 

Fifteen short stories from Chambers*s Journal, 

JURY-ROOM TALES. 1/6 

Entertaining stories by James Payn, G. M. Fenn, and others. 

KINDNESS TO ANIMALS. By W. Chambers, LL.D. 1/6 

'Illustrates, by means of a series of anecdotes, the intelligence, 
gentleness, and docility of the brute creation. It proves abundantly 
that kindness will obtain more from animals than cruelty. The 
anecdotes are striking and in many cases novel, and the book may 
be warmly commended.' — Sunday Times, 

THE MIDNIGHT JOURNEY. By Leitoh Ritchie; and other 
Tales. 1/6 

Sixteen short stories from Chambers's Journal 

OLDEN STORIES. 1/6 

Sixteen short stories from Chamhers*s Journal, 



W. de R, Chambers, Limited, London and Edinburgh, 
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26 BOOKS FOR PRIZES AND PRESENTATION, 

PARLOUR TALES AND STORIES. 1/6 

Seventeen short tales from the old series of Chambers*s Journal, by 
Anna Maria Sargeant, Mre Crowe, Percy B. St John, Leitch 
Ritchie, &o. 

THE RIVAL CLERKS, and other Tales. 1/6 

The first tale shows how dishonesty and roguery are pnnished, 
and virtue triumphs in the end. 

ROBINSON CRUSOE. By Danibl Dbfob. 1/6 

A handy edition, profusely illustrated. 

THE SQUIRE'S DAUGHTER, and other Tales. 1/6 

Fifteen short stories from Chambera^s JoumdL 

TALES FOR HOME READING. 1/6 

Sixteen short stories from the old series of Chambers's Journal, by 
A. Bl Sargeant, Frances Brown, Percy B. St John, Mrs Crowe, and 
others. 

TALES FOR YOUNG AND OLD. 1/6 

Fourteen short stories from Chambers's Journal, by Mrs Crowe, 
Miss Sargeant, Percy B. St John, &c 

TALES OF ADVENTURE. 1/6 

Twenty-one tales, comprising wonderful escapes from wolves and 
bears, American Indians, and pirates ; life on a desert island ; extra- 
ordinary swimming adventures, &c 

TALES OF THE SEA. 1/6 

Five thrilling sea tales, by 6. Manville Fenn, J. B. Harwood, and 
others. 

TALES AND STORIES TO SHORTEN THE WAT. 1/6 

Fifteen interesting tales from Chambers^s Joumai. 

TALES FOR TOWN AND COUNTRY. 1/6 

Twenty- two tales and sketclicB, by R. Chambers, LL.D., and 
other writers. 

W» dt E, Chambers, Limited, London and Edinburgh. 
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88 BOOKS FOR PRIZES AND PRESENTATION. 

HOME-NURSING. By Rachel A. Neuman. 

A work intended to help the inexperienced and those who in a 

tadden emergency are called npon to do the work of home-nai-sin^. 

1/6 

Price Is. 

COOKERY FOR YOUNG HOUSEWIVES. By Annie M. Griggs. 

A book of practical utility, showing how tasteful and nutritious 
dishes may be prepared at little expense. 1/ 



NEW SERIES OF CHAMBERS'S UBRART 
FOR YOUNG PEOPLK 

Illustrated. 

Price Is. 

BABY JOHN. By the author of Laddie, Tip Gat, Rose and 
Lavender, &c. With Frontispiece by H. A. Bone. 1/ 

A quaint and pathetic little story, in which a certain mill-owner, 
his wife, Baby John, and Alice, a mill-girl, play their part, and 
show up the evils of selfishness and want of sympathy. The 
author shows her usual originality, humour, pathos, and know- 
ledge of the human heart. 

WILFRID CLIFFORD, or The Little Knight Again. By Edith C. 
Kenyon. With Frontispiece by W. S. Stagey. 1/ 

Readers of the story The Little Knight^ issued last year, may here 
follow to manhood the career of Wilfrid Clifford in his endeavour to 
emulate the knights of old. It is a story of self-help and self- 
conquest, and brings out the manly features of the hero, until his 
character becomes of the most perfect mould and form. 

THE STORY OF WATT AND STEPHENSON, niustrated. 1/ 

A concise, but full and interesting narrative of the lives and 
labours of these distinguished inventors. To the story of Stephenson 
has been added an account of liis son Robert, and of the Peases of 
Darlington ; while there is a bird's-eye view at tiie close of railway 
progress in England since the days of Stephenson. 

)V» de R, Chambers, Limited, London and Edinburgh, 
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THE STORY OF NELSON AND WELUNGTON. niustrated. 1/ 

A plain and anvarnished narrative of the careers of these great 
naval and military heroes. 

JOHN'S ADVENTURES: a Tale of Old England. By Thomas 
MffiTiWi, author of B(nf8 Country Book, &c. 1/ 

Tells how the Rector's boy was lost, stolen by gipsies, and re- 
covered from them. Contains many fine pictures of life and scenery 
in mrai England. 

THE BEWITCHED LAMP. By Mrs Molbswobth. With Frontis- 
piece by Robert Barnes. 1/ 
' Mrs Molesworth has written many charming stories for children, 
bat nothing better, we think, than the above litUe volume.'— A«i0- 
etuiie Chronicle, 

ERNEST'S GOLDEN THREAD. 1/ 

* The story of a very little boy who tries to do right under trying 
circumstances . . . The moral of the tale is excellent, and little 
boys and girls will follow Ernest's trials and struggles with interest' 
— School Cruardian. 

UTTLE MARY, and other Stories. By L. T. Mbadb. 1/ 

Four simple stories of chUd life, told vrith humour and pathos, and 
each teaching a good moral lesson. 

THE UTTLE KNIGHT. By Edith C. Kenton. 1/ 

< Has an admirable moral . . . natural, amusing, pathetic' — Man- 
cheHer Guardian. 

ZOE. By the author of Tip-cat, Laddie, &c. V 

* A charming and touching study of child life. '—Scotnnan. 

THE GREEN CASKET; LEO'S POST-OFFICE; BRAVE UTTLE 
DENIS. By Mrs Molbswobth. 1/ 

Three charming stories by the author of the Cuckoo Clocks each 
teaching an important moral lesson. 

W. dt R. Chambers^ Limited, London and Edinburgh. 
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THEIR HAPPIEST CHRISTMAS. By Edna Ltall, author of 
Donovan^ &c. 1/ 

* It is said that the Queen thinks Donovan the hest nove] she ever 
read, and children will have good reason for saying that this little 
story of the way in which a hrother and sister, whose mother was ill, 
spent a certain Christmas day, is very delightful/— Western Morning 
News, 

* A delightful story for children, simple, interesting, and conveying 
a useful lesson.' — School Board Chronicle, 

FIRESIDE AMUSEMENTS ; a Book of Indoor Games. 1/ 

* A thoroughly useful work, which should be welcomed by all who 
have the organisation of children's parties.' — Review of Reviews, 

THE STEADFAST GABRIEL; a Tale of Wichnor Wood. By 
Mary Howitt. 1/ 

' A delightful rural story . . boys will follow the career of Gabriel 
with intense interest.' — Schoolmaster, 



UNCLE SAM'S MONEY-BOX. By Mrs S. C. Hall. 1/ 

Uncle Sam's money-box is covered by his hat, but the reader is 
well through this interesting story before he discovers this. 

THE SWAN'S EGG. By Mrs S. C. Hall. 1/ 

MUTINY OF THE BOUNTY, AND LIFE OF A SAILOR BOY. 1/ 

PERSEVERANCE AND SUCCESS ; the Life of WUliara Hutton. 1/ 

DUTY AND AFFECTION, or the Drummer-boy. 1/ 

A thrilling narrative of the wars of the first Napoleon. 

STORY OF A LONG AND BUSY LIFE. By W. Chambeus, LL.r>. 

1/ 

W, df R, Chambers^ Limited^ London and Edinhvrgh. 
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Price 9d. 

Cloth, ninstrated. 
ALICE ERROL, and other Tales. 

CLEVER BOYS. 

THE WHISPERER. By Mrs S. C. Halu 

'A capital story with a moral showing how three ill-maiineTed 
orphans were pleasantly drilled into good habits by a sweet, good- 
natured \kTii!\e,'-—Schoolmcuter. 

THE LITTLE ROBINSON. 

TRUE HEROISM, and other Stories. 

PICCIOLA, and other Tales. 

* A charming narrative, and as good for the young generation as 
it was for the old.' — School Board Chronicle, 

MIDSUMMER HOLIDAY. 

An interesting account of a holiday in the country spent by a 
family of children. 

MY BIRTHDAY BOOK* 



W, ds R. Chambers, Limited, London and Edinburgh. 
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Price 6d. 

Cloth, with IHnstrations. 

'For good literatare at a cheap rate, commend ns to a little series 
published by W. & R Chambers, which consists of a nnniljer of 
readable stories by good writers.' — Review of Reviews, 

•One contains three little stories from the pen of Mrs Molesworth, 
one of the most charming of writers for the little ones ; and the name 
of L. T. Meade is a guarantee of good reading of a kind which 
children are sure to enjoy.* — School Board Chronicle, 

GERALD AND DOT. By Mrs Fairbairn. 

KITTY AND HARRY. By Emma Gellibrand, author of J. Cole, 

DICKORY DOCK. By L. T. Meade, author of Scamp and /, &c 

FRED STAMFORD'S START IN LIFE. By Mrs Fairbairn. 

NESTA ; or Fragments of a Little Life. By Mrs Molbswortii, author 
of Tell me a Story ^ Carrots^ &c 

NIGHT-HAWKS. By the Hon. Eva Knatchbull-Huoessen. 

A FARTHINGFUL By L. T. Mbadb. 

POOR MISS CAROLINA. By L. T. Mbadb. 

THE GOLDEN LADY. By L. T. Mbadb. 

MALCOLM AND DORIS ; or, Learning to Help. By Davina Waterson. 

WILLIE NICHOLLS ; or. False Shame and True Shame. 

SELF-DENIAL By Miss Edoewortii. 

W, df R. Chambers, Limited^ London and Edinburgh. 
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PICTORIAL BIBLE. With Numerous Notes by John Kitto, D.D., 
F.S.A. It also contains Notes regarding the Discoveries of Mr 
Layard and others. Illustrated with Steel Engravings, Wood- 
cuts, and Maps. 

4 Volumes, royal 8vo, cloth £1 10 

II M half-calf, antique 2 5 

II II morocco, gilt edges 3 6 

BOOK OP DAYS : A Repertory of Popular Antiquities^ Folklore, 
Anniversary Days of Notable Events, Curious Fugitive and 
Ineditcd rieces, and other Curiosities of Literature. Elaborately 
illustrated with Enghivings. Edited by Robert Chambbbs, LL.D. 

2 Volumes, imperial 8vo, cloth £110 

II .1 half-calf. I 10 

CTCLOPiEDIA OF ENGLISH LITERATURE: being a History, 
Critical and Biographical, of British Authors, from the Earliest 
to the Present Times; with Specimens of their Writings. 
Edited by Robbbt Chambers, LL.D. Fourth Edition, revised 
by Robert Carruthbrs, LL.D. Illustrated with Portraits. 

2 Volumes, royal 8vo, cloth £10 

M half-calf 17 

17 Parte, at Is. each 17 

INFORMATION FOR THE PEOPLE. Containing Treatises on 
Science, Philosophy, History, Geography, Literature, and all the 
more important departments of general knowledge. Illustrated 
by Wood-engravinga 

2 Volumes, royal 8vo, cloth £0 16 

„ .1 half-calf 13 

104 Noe. at IJd. each 13 

SHAKESPEARE'S WORKS — Chambers's Household Edition. 
Purged of impurities and objectionable phrases ; with Introduc- 
tions and Notes. 

10 Volumes, post 8vo, cloth £1 10 

W, A R. Chambers^ Limited^ London and Edinburgh, 
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UFE AND WORKS OF BURNS. Edited by Egbert Chambers, 
LL.D. New and cheaper edition in 2 vols., demy 8vo. 10/6 

* Has a value of its own which nothing can supersede, and must 
ever retain its place among standard books on the life and works of 
our national poet. In this issue the original four volumes are bound 
in two. They are handsome and in every respect admirably got up.' 
^Scotsman. 

ST GILES', EDINBURGH: CHURCH, COLLEGE, AND CATHEDRAL. 

By J. Cameron Lees, D.D., LL.D., Minister of St Giles*. In 
One Volume, demy quarto, Koxburghe binding. 25/ 

With three original Drawings by George Keid, RS.A., etched 
and printed by Amand-Durand, Paris ; steel plate of the exterior 
of the Church in 1790 ; plans of the interior at various periods ; an 
engraving from a Drawing by Sir W. Fettes-Douglas, P.ItS.A. ; 
and another by Sir Noel Paton, It.S.A., specially designed for this 
work ; and numerous other Illustrations. 

PAPERS FOR THE PEOPLE. This series embraces History, 
ArchsBology, Biography, Science, the Industrial and Fine Arts, 
the leading topics in Social Economy, together with Criticism, 
Fiction, Personal Narrative, and other branches of Literature- 
each number containing a distinct subject. 

12 Volumes, crown 8vo, boards 18/ 

6 .. II cloth 18/ 

96Nos eachljd. 

ALL ROUND THE YEAR. A Monthly Garland by Thomas Miller, 
Author of English Country Life^ &c. And Key to the Calendar. 
With Twelve Allegorical Designs by John Leighton, F.S.A., 
and other Illustrations. 5/ 

ETYMOLOGICAL DICTIONARY of the English Language, contain- 
ing Etymology, Pronunciation, and Meanings: Etymology of 
Names of Places; Words and Phrases from the Latin, the 
Greek, and Modem Foreign Languages; Abbreviations; List 
of Mythological and Classical Names. 1 vol. crown 8vo, 
cloth. 8/6 

Koan, 4/ ; half -calf, 5/6 ; half-morocco, 6/. 

W, do R, Chambers, Limited^ London and Edinburgh, 
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CHAMBERS'S JOURNAL 

VOLUME FOR 1891, 

CONTAINING 

DUMARESQ'S DAUGHTER, by Grant Allbn; 

A SOLDIER AND A GENTLEMAN, by J. Maclabbn Cobban ; 

and numerous Short Stories and Essays by eminent writers, 
papers on Modem Travel, Popular Science, and other topics of 
current interest. 9/ 



CHAMBERS'S JOURNAL 

VOLUME FOR 1892, 

CONTAINING 

THE IVORY GATE, by Walter Bbsant; 
BIX)OD ROYAL, by Grant Allen ; 

and numerous Short Stories and Essays by eminent writers, 
papers on Modem Travel, Popular Science, and other topics of 
current interest. 9/ 



Edinburgh : 
Printed by W. & R. Chambers, Limited. 
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